5 


0 
N 
* 


4 dS 
5 ws” . X 
3 . N 


"5 


BELL 


is L L : 
? 
$ 
. * 
- Fs | : 
La 4 * — — 
* — - : 
1 8 a 
*® 
1 0 g 
6 _— * 
% : k 
« $ 5 
, . 8 
. 
_ | > » * 
C i”, g — 4 58 
1 4 6 el hom bes 4 Ss 
1 ww 3 8 * "> AGM 
..* # 4 Z 
: a 7 5 * 2 
1 — 
* K 6 p , 
« n *. a 8 * 92 74 ' 
ry 5 "Ge . 4 
" ; * f 3 * — 5 
4 A * ” ; 
Hb, | whe 2 q 
. - 1 { © ENS * 
e 4 F 
1 ” 
| * ON 
4 ” [ 
IE Ta 1 
. ; 
4% 85 | 
; " 
UN | | 
2 ' 
f F : 5 ö 
, „ * « / i 
1 | 
| 
* 
1 
5 * * be HY” t 1 
4 6. y © 3 . 
— 25 * \ 4 N 
2 4 | : 
* 
8 ; * 


52 
3 Mtg 


a 3 * 
e 


— 


* 


re 
9 * * * 


— 9 a4 „ 2G > rg ont ents 
bY $ 2 
NC . 


, , - 7 . : 1 - Ek, a f 72 2 6 
N 0 1! * 4 oe %S 8 


D e 3 „ 


3 


eee e eee eee 
8 Bows ©o, 


BEES. 


BRITISH THEATRE. 


: CONSISTING or 

4 ; 5 
*. 

. 


IIR MOST ESTEEMED 


ENGLISH PLAYS. 


f ; | : 

: \\ - ; VOL. II. ; 

| 4 ; _ 1 EY x Ih? 

4 , F CONTAINING ; 

4 ; SPANISH FRYAR, « . , 4 BY DRYDEN. ; 

F BOADICEA, » if ©. ., — GLOVER. 

4 5 | 55 7 2 4 A 4 

4 g Minos, 2 3 Bs "Y FOOTE. h 
' | ; REFUSAL, * * 22 Se * "bs eines. 4 

j ; | 5 ; 

Fg ; ” ; . * * : 
LONDON: 
= 

PRINTED FOR, AND UNDER THE DIRECTION OF, 
; GEORGE CAW THORN, BRITISH LIBRARY, STRAND. 
7 —— 
5 ; 1797. | 
þ 2 1 1 75 4 . x 5 
( : 4 . A : 


8 
. ek 
— r — —u—— — 


* 
4 — „ 
eee eee 


r 


— 


* LORE FW be 


3 


2 


| ; 5 4 5 8 25 =K 
” * wh « * — 2 4 x 
. 7 
« \ n n 
— ETIEEE EI a F 2 * n 1 
Y emen eee. 3 
bl 5 — — 


— . — —— — 


—— 


N — oy 


e p ets 
* . — 


—— — r A ³˙ 1A . ‚ Yer S * 
* N . K 22 — 


- 
2 - | 
. L f 
* 
- R 
- * 
4 
: > 
Ee 
: * 
* 
* 
* — 
A A 
4 8 
4 7 
7 h a 
Y 5 
p * | 
os 5 0 : 
e 
1 . 
—y 
5 , 
* TE * * * a 
7 | 
8 ; 72 8 „ : - 77 - — 
27 7 Nr er 
* = —_— 


— > 0 * 4 
* : ; 2 * 5 3 
eee | eee eee reren meme 0. a 5 
HILL 4617711 eee BY 
ILL any | n 
tn i 1 
8 Un tf 
fl . 
b. : h il 4 x 
N » : BOIL: \ 80 8 
1 N NN > 
. | 4 27 = : 3 Ks WH J \& Þ 
© . ni =D > : 9” es I 
. il Q = _ N N 2 
C * — 7 * d 
| | | IX]. 
| | . 8 
i eee. ZZ 4 } 7 
| WY; 5 . 
i PT e , * > 5 2 
ll; LGW LA; 2 , Fo RS) p : 
4 | 7 "> I 5 
| AA LOS, & : a 
| | N W 7 
I , eee [il 1 \ 
» . ö n = DD VO n (VS " 8 { U 
| | WY 15 Bar 
| | ll 
111% | 8 5 . 
eee th ME I Fi et la f | In f LY 4 
' ** : p * a 4 1 9 Wn: IA * 
4 * * p 1 
= ; E. * is 4 Ty. 


„ 


II 


— 


4 
U : 
5 — 
o 
\ 


17 
\ 


U 


| 


A 


Ix 
ATT 


— 2 —UF — — 
FU — — 


—— 2 5 


- 
— —— 


ol 


| 
| 
a 
8 
10 
\ 
N 


> U 


— 


- 


Fri. 
— 


\ 


— - 
— - 


— 


— — 


791. 


17 


Aug: 


* 


Straud. 10 


Britiſh Library, 


* 


Printed for J. Bell 


rer! 
Lenden 


4 
"7 —E- 1 7 py 
P IETF > "IEP 
* . 1 * 
„„ Pl. 8 $ 


%- 


4 


—— 


. 


THE 
on, Tus 
DOUBLE DISCOVERY. 
A 
; eon, 
BY MR. DRYDEN. 
5 | ADAPTED FOR 
5 | THEATRICAL REPRESENTATION 
. 48 e AT THE 
: THEATRES-ROTAL DRURY-LANE AND COVENT.GARDEN, 
REGULATED rae THE * ran 


By Perminiion of the Managers, 


r 


— 


ene 
 Prixied for the Proprietors under the Direction 7 BELL, 


| British Library, STRAND, 
Bookzeller to His Royal Highness the Prince of Wales. 


n DCC ze. | 8 | 


* 
bd * 
5 . * 
— - 
. 
. 
* 
* 
Si 
. 
mp _—_—_ 
4 
Ss 5 
t . 
. 
* f 
* 
: * 
* 
— 
. 
— 
a 
* 
* 
. 
% 
* 
— 
2 
; & 
+ 
» 
* 85 * 
* 
* 
F 
. 
* 
* 
1 © « 
* 
U 
\ % 
. 
% 22 POW oN 
n Nl 
wut $0 
x wn Wy 
* 
. — 
1 Sk 
_ * 4 
* 


* ; « p r : » ad. Pn + wen; of oO * EPE 3 EE Ly A 
* o 8 "ey 7 — 2 ME; ms — — * 4 Res ICAL ” — - - * 1 1 _— \ - N 


. . 10 y 
THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


JOHN, LORD HAUGHTON. 


— = 


MY Loa d, 


474 HEN I first design'd this play, 1 found, or IST * | 
found, Somewhat so moving in the serious part of it, and 
o pleasant in the comic, as might deserve a more than ordi- 
nary care in both : accordingly I used the best of my endea- 
wour, in the management of two plots, s very diſſerent from 
each other, that it was not perhaps the talent of every writer, 
( have made them of a piece. Neither have I attempted other 
plays of the same nature, in my opinion with the same judge 
ment, though with like success. And though many poets may 
Suspect themsel ves ſors the ſordness g and pariiality of parents 
lo their youngest chiller; yet 1 hope [ may stand exemp 
from this rule, because I know myself too well, to be ever ga- 
tisfied with my own conceptions, which have seldom reached 
to those ideas that I had within me: and consequently, I pre- 
aume I may have liberty to judge when I write more or less 
' pardonably, as an ordinary marksmen may know certainly 
when he shoots less wide at what he aims. Besides, the care 
and pains I have bestowed on this, beyond my other tragi- 
comedies, may reasonably make the world canclude, that either . 
1 can do nothing tolerably, or that this poem is not muck 
amiss. Few good Pictures have been finished at one Sitlings * 
neither can a true just play, which is to bear the test o/ ages, 
be produced at a heat, or by the farce of fancy, without the 
maturity of judgment. For my own part, I have both s0 just 
a diffidence of myself and so great a reverence ſor my au- 
dience, that I dare venture nothing without a strict examina» 
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tion; and am as much ashamed to put a loose undigested 
play upon the public, as I should be to offer brass money in 
a payment: for though it should be taken, (as it is too often 
on the stage,) yet it will be found in the second telling; and 
a judicious reader will disco ver in his closet that trashy stuff, 
whose glittering deceived him in the action. I have often 
heard the stationer sighing in his shop, and wishing for those 
hands to take off his melancholy bargain which clapped its 
performance on the Stage. In a play-house every thing con- 
tributes to impose upon the judgment; the lights, the scenes, 
the habits, and, above all, the grace of action, which is com 
monly the best where there is the most need of it, surprize the 
audience, and cast a mist upon their understandings ; not un- 
like the cunning of a juggler, who is always staring us in the 
face, and overwhelming us with gibberish, only that he may 
gain the opportunity of making the cleaner conveyance of his 
trick. But these false beauties of the Stage, are no more last- 
than a rainbow, when the actor ceases to shine upon them, 


: when he gilds them no longer with his reflection, they vanisk 
in a twinkling. I have sometimes wondered, in the reading, 
that was become of those glaring colours which amazed me 


in Busy Damboys upon the theatre: but when I had taken up 
what I supposed a fallen star, I found I had been cozened 
with a jelly: nothing but a cold dull mass, whick glittered 


no longer than it was Shooting :» 4 diparfish thought, dressed 


up in gigantic worde, repetition in abundance, looseness of 
expression, and gross kyperboles ; the tense of one line e- 
pan led prodigiously into ten: and to cum up all, incorrect 
English, and a hideous mingle of false poetry and true non- 
tense; or, at best, a scantling of wit which lay gasping for 
life, and groaning beneath a heap of rubbich. A famous 


modern poet used to sacrifice every year a Statius to Virgil 


manes: and I have indignation enough to burn a Damboys 
annually to the memory of Johnson. But now, my lord, I 
am sensible, perhaps too late, that I have gone too far: forl 


remember some werses of my own, Maximin and Almanzor, 


which cry vengeance __ me for their arenas matte and 


— CS 
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reel I'wish — in the came fire with Statius and Chap- 
man: all I can ay for those passages, which are, I hope, not 
many, is, that I know they were bad enough to please, even 
| when I writ them: but T repent of them amongst my sins; and 
if. any of their fellows intrude by chance into my present writ- 
ings, I draw a.stroke over all those Dalilahs of the theatre: 
and am resolved I will settle myself no reputation by the ap- 
plause of fools. Nis not that I am mortified to all ambition, 
but I scorn as much to take it from half-witted judges, as I 
Should to raise an estate by cheating of bubbles. Neither do I 
discommend the loſty stile in tragedy, which is naturally pom- 
pous and magnificent: but nothing is truly sublime that is 
not just and proper. If the ancients had judged by the came 
measures which a common. reader takes, they had concluded 
Statius to have written higher than Virgil, for, 


| | | Que tuperimposito molet geminata colosso, 
carries a more thundering kind of sound than, 


Tityre, tu patulæ ricubans sub tegmine fagi. 


Yet Virgil had all the majesty of a lawful princs; and Statins 
only the blustering of a tyrant. But when men affect a virtue 
which they cannot reach, they fall into a vice, which bears the 
_ nearest resemblance to it. Thus an injudicious poet who aims 
at loftiness, runs easily into the swelling puffy stile, because 
it looks like greatness. I remember, when I was a boy, I 
thought inimitable Spencer a mean poet in comparison of Syb- 
vester s Dubartius ; and was rapt into an ecstacy when I read 
these lines : | 


Now, when the winter's keener breath began 
To chrystalize the Baltic ocean 

. To glaze the lakes, to bridle up the floods, 
And periwig with snow the bald-pate woods. 


Tam muck deceived if this be not abominable futtain, that is, 
thoughts and words ill sorted, aud without the least relation 
to each other: yet I dare not answer for an audience, that they 


Is 


— ROY 


— & tv 24s 
— . A A tr IE. Pcs IE PAs th, 


ark. Anas 5a 9 


— —— - N 
. ͤ —.. —. 


RS 


— ——ů 


— > 


vi |, DEDICATION. | 
— CCCCCocY 


would not clap it on the stage; 80 little value there is to be 
given to the common cry, that nothing but madness can please 
madmen, and a poet must be of a piece with the spectators, to 
gain a reputation with them. But, as in a room contrived for 
state, the height of the roof should bear a proportion to the 
area ; so, in the heightening of poetry, the strength and ve- 
hemence of figures should be suited to the occasion, the subject, 


and the persons.' All beyond this is monstrous ; tis out of 


nature, tis an excrescence, and not a living part of poetry. 
I had not said thus much, if some young gallants, who pretend 
to criticism, had not told me that this tragi-comedy wanted 
the dignity of style: but as a man who is charged with a crime 
of which he thinks himself innocent, is apt to be eager in his 
own defence, s 8d. perhaps { have vindicated my play with more 
partiality than I ought, or than such a trifle can deserve. Yet, 
whatever beauties it may want, tis free at least from the gross. 
ness of those faults I mentioned: what credit it has gained 
upon the stage, 1 value no farther than in reference to my 
profit, and the satisfaction I had inseeing it represented with 
all the justness and gracefulness of action. But as it is my 
interest to please my audience, $0 it is my ambition to beread; 
that I am sure is the more lasting and the nobler design: for 
the propriety of thoughts and words, which are the hidden, 
beauties of a play, are but confuzedly j ſudged i in the vehemence 
of action : all things are there Jo in a hasly motion, 
where the objects only glide before the ee and disappear. The 
most discerning critic can judge no more of these silent graces 


in the action, than he-who rides poet through an unknown 


country can distinguish the situation of places, and the na- 
ture of the soil. The purity of phrase, the clearness of con- 
ception and expression, the toldnets maintained to majesty. 
the significancy and sound of words, not strained into bom- . 
bast, but justly elevated ; in short, those very words and 


- thoughts which cannot be changed but for the worse, must of 


necessity escape our transient view upon the theatre; and yet, 
without all these,. a play may take. For if either the story 
move us, or the actor help the lameness of it with his perfor- 
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mance, or now and then a glittering beam of wit or passion 
strike through the obscurity of the poem, any of those are suf 
ficient to efſect a present liking, but not to fiz a lasting ad- 
miration ; for nothing but truth can long continue, and time 
is the surest judge of truth. I am not vain enough to think 
T have leſt no faults in this, which that touchstone will not 
disco ver; neither indeed is it possible to avoid them in a play 
of this nature. There are evidently two actions in it: but it 
will be clear to any judicious man, that with half the pains, 
IT could have raised a play from either of them: for this time 
I satisfied my own humour, which was to tack two plays to- 
gether; and to breaka rule for the pleasure of variety. The 
truth is, the audience are grown weary of continued melan- 
choly scenes: and I dare venture to prophesy, that ſew tra- 
gedies, except those in verse, shall succeed in this age, if they 
are not enlightened with a course of mirth. For the ſeast is 
too dull and solemn without the fiddles. But how difficult 
a task this is, will soon be tried: for a several genius is re- 
quired to either way ; and without both of them, a man, in 
my opinion, is but half a poet for the stage. Neither is it co 
trivial an undertaking, to make a tragedy end happily ; for 
tis more difficult to a ve than it is to kill. The dagger and 
the cup of poison are always in a readiness ; but to bring the 
action to the last extremity, and then by probable means to 
recover all, will require the art and judgment of a writer; and 
cost him many @ pang in the performance. 


And now, my lord, I must confess that what I have written, 
looks more like a preface than a dedication; and truly it was 
thus far my design, that I might entertain you with somewhat 
in my own art, which might be more worthy of a noble mind, 
than the stale exploded trick of fulsome panegyric. 'Tis.dif- 

ficult to write justly on any thing, but almost impossible in 
praise. I all therefore wave so nice a subject; and only 
tell you, that in recommending a Protestant play to a Pro- 
testant patron, as I do myself an honour, s0 I do your noble 
JON a right, who haye been always eminent in the support 
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and favour of our ber and liberties. 2 7775 he promiges 
of your youth, your education at home, and your experience 
abroad, deceive me not, the principles you have embraced are 
such as will no way degenerate from your ancestors, but re- 
fresh their memory in the minds of all true Englishmen, and 


_ renew their lustre in your person; which, my lord, is not more 


the wish, than it is the constant expectation of your lordship's 
Mose obedient, faithful serovant, 
JOHN DRY. DEN. 
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THE 


SPANISH FRYAR. 


Tars is one of the few dramatic productions, which may be 

supposed to have satisfied the taste of IHR DRYDEN. our 

critics, with a sentence assuredly hypercritic, have repeatedly. 

overwhelm'd it with the censure of incongruity of parts; of 

being dramatically a monster, a discordia concors, ” the union 
of the tragic and comic species. 


This may be said; that the grand object of this and of every 
other kind of poetry is to please; and to give that pleasure by 
the most easy and natural means. — The Drama is, or ought to 
be, a picture of life, and why the shifting varieties of success and 
miscarriage, of joy and of sorrow, to be found therein, should 
not enter into one PLAY as well as one circle of men, it is not 
easy to account for, The mixture of personages, of which 
necessarily the consequence and the sentiments must vary, 
from their condition, in a world where all is dependancy, 
must be reflected by the Stage, or the mirror is partial and 
unfaithful.—It would moreover be strange, indeed, if the 
Drama alone, contrary to the experience of all other things, 
should not be allowed to profit by enen 
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PROLOGUE. 


Nom luck for us, and a kind hearty pit; 
For he wwho pleases, never fails of 1 wit: 
Honour is yours; 

And you, like kings at city-treats, Wo it; 
The writer kneels, and is bid rise a poet : 

But you are fickle sovereigns, to our sorrow, 
You dubb to-day, and hang a man to-morrow ; 
You cry the tame tense up, and down again, 
Fust like brass-money once a year in Spain : 


Tale you i” th* mood, whate'er base metal come, 


You coin as fast as groats at Birmingham < 
Tho? tis no more like sense in ancient plays, 


Than Rome's religion's like St. Peter's days. 


In abort, so swift your judgments turn and wind, 
You cast our flettest wits a mile behind. 


PT awere well your judgments But in plays did range, 
But ev*n your follies and debauches change 
With aucb a whirl, the poet: of your age 
Are tir d, and cannot cure cba on the stage, | 


Unless each vice in abort- hand hand they indite, 

Ev as notcht prentices aubole ns Write. 

The heavy Hollanders no wices OW, 

But what they us'd a hundred years ago; 

Like honest plants, where they were stuck, they grow. 
T hey cheat, but «till from cheating sires they come; 
T hey drink, but they were christen d first in mum. 

T heir patrimonial sloth the. Spaniards keep, | 
And Philip first taught Philip how to sleep. 


| The French and we «till change, but here's the cure, 
'T hey change for better, aue fur wors 3 


PROLOGUE, 


They take up our old trade of conquering, 

And awe are taking theirs, to dance and sing: 
Our Fathers did, for change, to France repair, 
And they, for change, will try our English arr t 
As children, when they throw one toy away, 
Strait a more \ foolich gew-gaw comes in play: 

So abe, grown penitent, on serious thinking, 
Leave whoring, and devoutly fall-to drinking. 
Scow'ring the watch grows out-of-fashion wit e 6 
Now we 5et up for tilting in the pit, 

Where tis agreed by bullies, chicken-hearted, 

To fright the ladies first, and then be parted, 

A fair attempt has twice or thrice been made, 
To hire nignt murd rers, and make death a trade. 
When murder*s out, what vice can we advance ? 
 Unless the new-found pois ning trick of France : 
And when their art of rats-bane wwe have got, 


By way of thanks, we'll send them o'er our plot, 
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SPANISH TRV An. 


"ACT 1 SCENE I. 


Arrnons0 and PzDRO meet, with soldiers on each Side, drums, 
dc. 


STanD! give the word. e . : 
Ped. The queen of Arragon. 28 | —_— 
Alph. Pedro ;—how goes the night? me Fo "i 
Ped. She wears apace. 
' Alph. Then welcome day-light; : we chat have warm work 
| on't: 


The Moor will gage 


His utmost forces on this next assault, 

To win a queen and kingdom. | 

Pied. Pox o this lion-way of wooltig, buch: : 
Is the queen stirring yet? 

Alph. She has not been a-bed, but in her cape ; . 
All night devoutly watch'd, and brib'd the . l 
With vows for her dellverance. | | 
Ped. Oh, Alphonso, | 
I fear they come too late: her father's crimes 
Sit heavy on her, and weigh down her prayers. 

A crown usiurp'd, a lawful king depos'd, 
: | . 


$ 3 


In bondage held, debarr'd the common light: 
His children murder d, and his friends 3 ps WS 20 
What can we less expect than what we 1 > 8 
And what we fear will follow. | | 
Ab. Heav'n avert it. : Wn | 
Ped. Then Heav'n must not be Heav'n. Judge the event 
By what has pass d. Th' usurper joy'd not long 
His ill-got crown ! *Tis true, he dy'd in peace; 
(Unriddle that, ye Pow'rs!) but left his daughter, 
Our present queen, engag'd upon his death-bed, 
To marry with young Bertran, whose curs'd father 
Had help'd to make him great. 
Hence, you well know, this fatal war arose; 
Because the Moor Abdallah, with whose troops 
Th' usurper gain'd the kingdom, was refus'd. 
And, as an infidel, his love despis'd. | 
Alph. Well, we are soldiers, Pedro, and like "to! hy 
Plead for our pay. 
Ped. A good cause would do well though ; 
It gives my sword an edge. You ste this Bertran 
| Has now three times been beaten by the Moors: 
What hope we have is in young A es eo 
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Vour brother's son. "es; Mm © 

Alph. He's a successful warrior, 1 
«« And has the soldiers hearts. Upon the Kirts . 
* Of Arragon our $quadron'd troops he rallies :* 
Our watchmen from the tow'rs with lofiging eyes 
Expect his swift arrival. 

Ped. It must be swift, or it will come too late. 

Alpþh. No more: Duke Bertran. | 


| Tuer Bu Tx AN attended. | 
Bert. Relieve the centries that have watch'd all night. 


4a J. THE SPANISH FRYAR-« Ig 
Now, colin; have you dispos'd your men, 0 Ped. 
That you stand idle here? | 
Ped. Mine are drawn off, 
To take a short repose. 
Bert. Short let it be, 
For from the Moorish camp, this ko! and more, 
There has been heard a distant humming noise, 
Like bees disturb'd, and arming in their hives. 
What courage in our soldiers? Speak ! what hope 
Ped. As much as when physicians shake their heads, : 
And bid their dying patient think of heaven. 60 
« Our walls are thinly mann'd; our best men slain: 
The rest, an heartless number, spent with watching, 
« And harrass'd out with duty.“ 
Bert. Good-night all then. 
Ped. Nay, for my part, tis but a single life 
I have to lose: I'll plant my colours down 
In the mid breach, and by them fix my foot ; 
Say a short soldier's pray'r, to spare the trouble 
Of my few friends above; and then . 
The next fair bullet. 3 
« Alpb. Never was known a night of such distraction; 
Noise so confus'd and dreadful; justling crowds, 
That run, and know not whither; torches gliding, 
Like meteors, by each other in the streets. BS. 
« Ped. I met a reverend, fat, old gouty fryar; - 
« With a paunch swoll'n so high, his double chin 
Might rest upon't: a true son of the church; 
Fresh colour'd, and well thriven on his trade, 
« Came puffing with his greasy bald-pate choir, 
And fumbling o'er his beads, in such an agony, 80 
« He told them false for fear: about his neck .  : 
There hung a wench, the label of his function, 
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*« Whom he shock off, i'faith, methought unkindly. 
« Tt seems the holy stallion durst not score 
c Another sin before he left the world, 


Bauer a . 


Capt. To arms, my lord, to arms ! * 
From the Moors' camp the noise grows louder Still: 
« Rattling of armour, trumpets, drums, and ataballes ; 
« And sometimes peals of shouts that rend the heav'ns, 
« Like victory: the groans again, and howlings, 
Like those of vanquish'd men; but every echo 
« Goes fainter off, and dies in distant sounds.“ 
Bert. Some false attack : expect on th* other side; ; 
One to the gunners on St. Jago's tow'r; bid them for shame 
Level their cannon lower: on my soul, | a 
They're all corrupted with the gold of Barbary 
To carry over, and not hurt the Moor. 


Enter a second Captain. | 


2d Capt. My lord, here's fresh intelligence NN 
Our army, led by valiant Torrismond, | | 
Is now in hot engagement with the Moors; 100 
Tis said, within their trenches. | 
Bert. I think all fortune is el for him. 
He might have sent us word though; 
And then we could have favour'd his attempt 
With sallies from the town———_ 
Ab. Is could not be: . 
We were so close block d up, that none could peep 
Upon the walls and live; but yet tis time 
Bert. No, 'tis too late; I will not hazard it: 
On pain of death, let no man dare to sally. 
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Ped. Aud. J Oh, envy, envy, how it works within him! 
How now! what means this show * 

Alb. Tis a procession: 

The queen is going to the great ada 
To pray for our success against' the Moors. 

Ped. Very. good : she usurps the throne; keeps the old 
king in prison; and, at the same time, is praying for a 
ry 7 oh, religion and roguery, how they go together. 

. [Shout and a flourich of ſs. 


. 1 proceesion __ priect ad charicters in bite, with tapers, 
« followed by the queen and ladies, goes over the . the 
* choristers singing · | | 


« Look down, ye Bless d above, look down. 
« Behold our weeping matrons tears, 120 
« Behold our tender virgins” fears, dh 
And with success our armies crown. 


l Look down, ye Bless d above, look daun 
« Oh, save us, Save us, and our State restore; 
c For pity, pity, pity, we implore; 
cc For pity, pity, pity, we implore. 
ce [The process ion goes off, and haut within.“ 


| Enter LoxzNZzo, a hneels to ALÞnons0. 


Bert. [To Alph.] A joyful cry l and bee your SON, Lo- 
renzo : good news, kind Heav'n | 

Alph. [To Lor.] Oh, 1 welcome | Is the general 

hn 

How near our army? When shall ha Succour*d ? 
Or, are we succour'd ? Are the Moors remov'd ? 
Answer these questions first, and then a mne more 3 ; 
Answer them all together. A | y 
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Lov. Yes, when 1 have a thousand tongues, n 
The general's well; his army too is safe 
As victory can make them: the Moors? _ 
Is safe enough, I warrant him, for one. 
At dawn of day our general cleft his 3 | 
| Spite of his woollen night-cap : a ge wound; 140 
Perhaps he may recover. ö 
Alpb. Thou reviv'st me. a - 
Ped. By my computation now, the victory was gained 
before the procession was made for it; and yet it will go hard 
but the priests will make a miracle of it. os | 
Lor. Yes, faith we came, like bold intruding guests, 
And took them unprepar'd to give us welcome. 
Their scouts we kill'd, then found their oy sleeping; 
And as they lay confus'd, we stumbled o'er them, 
And took what joint came next, arms, heads, or legs, . 
Somewhat undecently. But when © men want light, 
They make but bungling work 
Bert. T'll to the queen | : 
And bear the news. * 
Ped. That's young Lecengety en 
Bert. I'll spare his trouble — 
This Torrismond begins to grow wo fast; 
He mußt be mine, or ruin d. 5 I[Atide. 
— - , a word. [Whiser.) | Exit Bertran. 
Alph. „Ho swift he shot away! I find i it _ him, 160 
« In spite of his dissembling. . 
To Lor.] How many of the enemy are . | 
Lor. Troth, sir, we were in haste, and could not stay 
To score the men we kill'd. But there they lie; 
Best send our women out to take the tale; 
bs a circumcision in abundance for them, 
#3 ans e: . to Pedro n 
4þb.1 How for did you purue them? £0 
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Lor. Some few miles, 

Jo Ped.] Good store of harlots, say oils. and dog-cheap ! ? 

Pedro, they must be had, and speedily. a 

I've kept a tedious fast. 12 again. 
4lph. When will he make his entry ? He deserves 

Such triumphs as were giv'n by ancient Rome, 

Ha, boy, what say'st thou? 

Lor. As you say, sir, that Rome was very ancient | 
To Ped.] I leave the choice to you; fair, black, tall, low; 
Let her but have a nose. And you may tell her 
I'm rich in jewels, rings, and bobbing e 


Pluck'd from Moor's ears. 
Alsb. Lorenzo 180 
Lor. Somewhat busy | 
About affairs relating to the emi | 463 
A Seasonable girl, just in the. nick now. [To Ped. 
| oe. within. 


Pad. I hear the — „„ Stand and marx " | 
| How he will be receiy'd : I fear, but coldly; wo 
There hung a cloud, methought, on Bertran's brow. 
Lor. Then look to see a storm on Torrismond's. 
Looks fright not men: the general has seen Moors 
With as bad faces, no dispraise to Bertran's. 
Ped. Twas rumour'd in the camp he loves the queen. 
Lor. He drinks her health deyoutly. 7. 
Alph. That may breed bad blood *twixt him and Bertran, 
| Ped. Yes, in private. : 
But Bertran has been taught the arts 5 — 5 4 
Jes nene 
Oh, here they come - 


Pater Tor ISMOND. and Officers on 1 ride; BznTran atk; 
en the other; & they embrace, Brarzan ren law. . | 
7 Just as Y prophesy'd. | K 


eo 
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4 Lor. Death and hell, he laughs at him ! in's face too. 
©. Ped. Ch, you mistake him! *twas an humble grin, 
The fawning joy of courtiers and of dogs.” 200 
Lor. [ vide.) Here are nothing but lies to be expected; 
PU een go lose myself in some blind alley, and try if any 
courteous damsel will think me worth the finding, [Exit Lor. 

« Alþh. Now he begins to open.“ 

Bert. Your country rescu'd, and your queen reliey'd1. 

A glorious conquest, noble Torrismond! 

The people rend the skies with loud applause, 
And Heav'n can hear no other name but yours. 
The thronging crouds press on you as you pass, 
And with their eager joy make triumph Slow. 

Tor. My lord, I have no taste | 
Of popular applause ; the noisy praise 
Of giddy crouds, as changeable as winds, 

Still vehement, and still without a cause; 
Servants to chance, and blowing in the tide 
Of swol'n success; but r with _ road 
It leaves the channel dry. | 

Bert. So young a stoic! 

Tor. Vou wrong me, if 2. pn Plycet one * 
Within these veins for pageants: but let honour 220 
Call for my blood, and sluice it into streams; 
Turn fortune loose again to my pursuit, 

And let me hunt her through embattell'd foes, 
In dusty plains, amidst the cannon's roar, 85 
There will I be the first. 1 | 


Bert. I'H try him farther ——— lid.. 
Suppose th' assembled states of Arragen 
Decree a statue to you, thus inscrib'd, 
To Torrismond who freed his native land. . 
« Alpb. {To Ped.] Mark how he ere and . him, 
to find | 
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% The shallows of his soul 

« Bert. The just applause | 
4 Of godlike senates, is the stamp of virtue, 
„ Which makes it pass unquestion'd through the world. 
“ These honours you deserve; nor shall my suffrage 
4 Be last to fix them on you. If refus'd, 
c You brand us all with black ingratitude; 
«« For times to come shall say, Our Spain, like Rome, 
«« Neglects her champions after noble acts, 240 
« And lets their laurels wither on their heads.“ 

Tor. A statue for a battle blindly fought, 
Where darkness and surprise made conquest cheap | 
Where virtue borrow'd but the arms of chance, 
And struck a random blow ! Twas fortune's work, 
And fortune take the praise. 

Bert. Yet happiness 
Is the first fame. Virtue, without success, © 
Is a fair picture shewn by an ill light. 
But lucky men are favourites of Heaven: | 
And whom should kings esteem above Heav'n's dartings? ? 
The praises of a young and beauteous queen 
Shall crown your glorious acts. 

Ped. [To Alph.] There sprung the mine. 

Tor, The queen! that were ved ver- too rege : 
Nam'd you the queen, my lord ? NT 

Bert. Yes. Vou have seen her, and you must confess, 
A praise, a smile, a look from her is worth „ 
The shouts of thousand amphitheatres. p43 
She, she shall praise you; for I can oblige her : . 260 
To-morrow will deliver all her charms | RE 
Into my arms, and make her mine for ever.' 
Why stand you mute? | | 

Tor. Alas, I cannot speax! 

D 


' You ought not to think of her. 


And senate's honours: but *tis well we know A ben 
What price you hold yourself at. You have fought 280 


There seal my pardon, where thy fame was lost. 


And yet *twere baseness to deny my love. 
Tis true, my hopes are vanishing as clouds, 


My birth unequal; all the stars against me; 
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Bert. Not RY my lord ! How were . thoughts em- 
ploy'd ? 
Tor. Nor can I think; for I am lost in thought. 
Bert. Thought of the queen, re 
Tor. Why, if it were, 
Heav'n may be thought on, though too high to climb. 
Bert. Oh, now I find where your n drives 


Tor. So I say too, 
1 ought not: madmen ought not to be mad; 
But who can help his frenzy? 
Bert. Fond young man 
The wings of your ambition must be clipp'd. 
Your shame-fac'd virtue shunn'd the people's praise, 


With some success, and that has seal'd your pardon, 

Tor. Pardon from thee! Oh, give me patience, Heaven! 
Thrice vanquish'd Bertran, if thou dar'st, look out 
Upon yon slaughter'd host, that field of blood; 


Ped. He's ruin'd past redemption ! 
Alph. [To Tor.] Learn respe& \ t 
To the first prince o' the blood. 
Bert. Oh, let him rave, et, 
P11 not contend with madmen. 
Tor. I have done, | 
I know *twere madness to 8 this truth; 


Lighter than children's bubbles blown by wind. 
My merit's but the rash result of chance? 
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Pow'r, promise, choice, the living and the dead; 

Mankind my foes, and only love my friend; 

But such a love, kept at such awful distance, 300 
As, what it loudly dares to tell, a rival 

Shall fear to whisper there. Queens may be lov'd, 

And so may gods: else why are altars rais'd ? 

Why shines the sun, but that he may be view'd ? 

But, oh, when he's too bright, if then we gaze, 


Tis but to weep, and close our eyes in darkness  [ Exit. 
„ Bert. Tis well; the goddess shall be told, she shall, 
« Of her new worshipper. : [Exit, 


Pied. So, here's fine work ! 

« He supply'd his only foe with arms 
« For his destruction. Old Penelope's tale 
'« Inverted: h' has unravell'd all by day, 


That he has done by night.” What, planet- struck! 


Alph. 1 wish I were, to be past sense of this ! 
Ped. Would I had but a lease of life s long, 
As till my flesh and blood rebell'd this way, 
Against our sovereign lady | Mad for a queen, | 
With a globe in one hand, and a sceptre in t'other A. 
A very pretty moppet ! 10 
Alph. Then to declare his madness to his rival, 320 
His father absent on an embassy, 5 
Himself a stranger almost, wholly friendless ! ! 
A torrent, rolling down a precipice, | 
Is easier to be stopp'd, than is his ruin. 
WP Tis fruitless to complain: haste to tn court ; 1 
Improve your interest there, for At from the queen, 
_ Alph. Weak remedies ; WET” TS 
But all must he attempted, i I Exit. 


Enter Lox kN 20. ; 
or Well, I am the most unlucky rogue! 1 have NN” 
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ranging over half the town, but have sprung no game. Our 
women are worse infidels than the Moors: I told them I was 
one of their knights-errant, that delivered them from ra- 
vishment; and I think 1 in my nen that's their quarrel 
to me. 

Ped. Is this a time for fooling? Your cousin is run ho- 
nourably mad in love with her majesty: he is split upon a 
rock; and you, who are in chace of harlots, are sinking in 
the main ocean. 1 think the devil's in the family. [ Exit; 

Ler. My cousin ruined, says he !-Hum !—Not that I wish 
my cousin's ruin; that were unchristian: but if the gene- 
ral's ruined, I am heir; there's comfort for a christian. 
Money I have, I thank the honest Moors for't; but I want 
a mistress. I am willing to be es, but the eee is 
wanting on his part. 344 


W Wee N 

_ Ele. Stranger! (cavalier! Will are not m me, you 
Moor- killer, you matador F © 

Lor. Meaning me, madam? | 

Elv. Face n man; 2 85 voldter,” and afraid of the 
_ | 

Lor. I must confess, 1 did de lee . to have been e 
first. I see souls will not be lost for want of diligence in this 
devil's reign. ¶ Audt.] Now, madam Cynthia being” a 
cloud, your will and pleasure with me? 
Elo. You have the appearance of a cavalier ; and if you 
are as deserving as you Seem, perhaps you may not repent 
of your adventure. If a lady like you well enough to hold 
discourse with you at first sight, you are gentleman enough, 
T hope, to help her out with an apology, and to lay the 
blame on stars, or destiny, or what you please, to excuse the 
failty of a a woman. | 900 


f 
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Lor. Oh, I love an easy woman! there's such a-do to 
crack a thick-shell'd mistress; we break our teeth and find 
no kernel. Tis generous in you to take pity on a stranger, 
and not to suffer him to fall into ill hands at his first arrival. 

Eu. You have a better opinion of me than I deserve. 
You have not seen me yet; and therefore I am confident you 
are heart-whole. 

Lor. Not absolutely slain, I must confess; but I am draw- 
ing on apace. You have a dangerous tongue in your head, 
I can tell you that; and if your eyes prove of as killing me- 
tal, there's but one way with me. Let me see you, for the 
safe · guard of my honour ; *tis but decent the cannon should 
be drawn down upon me before I yield. _ 

Elv. What a terrible similitude have you made, colonel, 
to Shew that you are inclining to the wars: I could answer 
you with another in my profession. Suppose you were in 
want of money; would you not be glad to take a sum upon 
content in a sealed bag, without peeping? But, however, I 

will not stand with you for a sample. [Lins up her weil. 
Lor. What eyes were there! how keen their glances ! you 
do well to keep them veiled; I are too Sharp to be trust- 
ed out of the scabbard. 382 

Zlu. Perhaps, now, you may accuse my forwardness : but 
this day of jubilee is the only time of freedom I have had; 
and there is nothing so extravagant as 4 prisoner, when he 
gets loose a 1 and is nnn to return to his fet- 
ters. N 
Lor. To confess freely to you, Madam, I was never in 
love with less than your whole sex before: but now I have 
seen you, I am in the direct road of languishing and sigh- 
ing; and, if love goes on as it begins, for ought I know, 
by to-morrow morning you may hear of me in rhyme and 
Sonnet. 1 tell you TO I do not like these symptoms in 
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myself. Perhaps I may go shufflingly at first; for I was 
never before walked in trammels: yet I shall drudge and 
moil at constancy, till I have worn * 1 hitching in my 
pace. 

Elv. Oh, sir, Mere are arts to tes the wildest men, 
as there are to make spaniels fetch and carry! chide them 
often, and feed them seldom. Now I know your temper, 
you may thank yourself if you are kept to hard meat—you . 
are in for years, if you make love to nme. 402 

Lor. I hate a formal obligation, with an anno domini at the 
end on't: there may be an evil meaning in the word years, 
called matrimony. 

Elv. I can easily rid you of that fear: I wish I could rid 
myself as easily of the bondage. | 

Lor. Then you are married? | 

Elv. If a covetous, and a Jealous, and an old man | be: a 
husband. | 

Lor. Three as good 3 for my purpose as I could 


4 


wish. Now, love be praised! 


Enter ELvi As Duenna, woe 8 70 = | 
Ele. [ Aside.] If I get not home before my husband, 1 
shall be ruinꝰd [Zo hint.) I dare not stay to tell you 
where Farewell Could I once more—— LZrit. 
Lor. This is unconscionable dealing: to be made a slave, 
and not know whose liyery I wear Who have we yonder ? 


| Enter GOMEZ. 


By that chambling in his walk, it should be my rich old 

banker, Gomez, whom I knew at Barcelona. As I live, tis 

he! [To Gom.] What, old Mammon here? +489 
 Gom. How! young Belzebub ? 9 | 
Lor. What devil has set his claws in thy haunches, and 
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brought thee hither to Saragossa ? Sure he meant a farther 
journey with thee. 

Som. I always remove before the enemy: head the Moors x 
are ready to besiege one town, I shift my quarters to the 
next; I keep as far from the infidels as I can. 

Lor. That's but a hair's breadth at farthest. 

Gom. Well, you have got a famous victory; all true sub- 
jects are overjoyed at it: there are bonfires decreed; an the 
times had not been so hard, "oy billet should have burnt 
too. 

Lor. I dare say for thee, thou hast such a n for a 

single billet, that thou wouldst almost have thrown on thy- 
self to save it; thou art for saving every thing but thy 
soul. | TL gs f 

Gom. Well, well, you'll not believe me generous till I carry 
you to the tavern and crack half a pint with you at my own 
—_ 439 

Lor. No; I'll keep thee ow hanging thyself for such an 
extravagance ; and instead of it, thou shalt do me a mere 
verbal courtesy : I have uw now seen a most incomparable 

| Frum lady. 

Gom. Whereabouts did you See this most incomparable 
young lady ? My mind misgives me plaguily. ¶ Acids. 
Lor. Here, man, just before this corner house: pray 
Heaven it prove no bawdy-house. 

Som. [Atide.] Pray Heaven he does not make it one. 

Tor. What dost thou mutter to thyself? Hast thou . 
thing to say against the honesty of that house? 

Gem. Not I, Colonel, the walls are very honest stone, and 
the timber very honest wood for ought I know; but for the 
woman I cannot say, till I know her better. Describe her 

person, —_— _—_ this W ales TINY IO 

b ne 
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Tor. She's of a middle stature, dark-colour'd hair, the 
most bewitching leer with her eyes, the most roguish cast ; 
her cheeks are dimpled when $he- nes, and her smiles 
would tempt an hermit. . - 459 

Gom. [ Aide.) I am dead, I am 0 I am 88 
Go on Colonel — have you no other marks of her? 

Lor. Thou hast all her marks, but that she has an hus- 
band, a jealous, covetous, old huncks: speak; canst thou - 
tell me news of her? 

Gem. Yes, this news, Colonel, that you have Seen your 


last of her. 
Lor. If thou belpest me not to the knovledg of her, thou 


art a circumcised Jew. 
Gom. Circumcise me no more than 1 circumcise you, 


Colonel Hernando. Once more, you have seen your last of 
her, g 


Lor. [Aside.] I am gad ls knows me only by that name 
of Hernando, by which I went at Barcelona; now he can 
tell no tales of me to my father. [To him.] Come, thou wert 
ever good-natured, when thou could'st get by it. Look 
here, rogue, tis of the right damning colour: thou art 
IE dee 208, 29057) Do not I know thee for a 
covetous on 

Gom. Jealous old hunks; Sas os the marks of your 
mistress's husband, as I remember, colonel. 480 

Lor. O the devil! what a in was I, 
not to find him out sooner! _ lud. 

Gem. Do, do, look sillily, good Colonel ; "tis a decent me- | 
lancholy after an absolute defeat. | 

Lor. Faith, not for that, dear Gomez but 

Cam. But— no pumping, my dear colonel. | 

Laer. Hang pumping; I was thinking. a little upon a 
point of gratitude : we two have been long acquaintance ; 


S 
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I know thy merits, and can make some interest; go to; 
thou wert born to authority; I'll make bree Alcaide, mayor 


of Saragossa. 


Com. Satisfy yourself: you shall not make me what you 


think, colonel. 
Lor. Faith, but I will; thou hast the face of a magistrate 
already. 
Som. And you would provide me with a magistrate's head 
to my magistrate's face; I thank you, colonel. 
Lor. Come, thou art so suspicious upon an idle story 
that woman I saw, I mean that little, crooked, ugly woman, 


for t'other was a lie—is no more thy wife —as PlI go home 


with thee and satisfy thee immediately, my dear friend. 501 
Gom, I shall not put you to that trouble; no, not so much 
as a single visit; not so much as an embassy by a civil old 
woman, nor a serenade of twincledum, twincledum, under 
my windows : nay, I will advise you, out of tenderness to 
your person, that you walk” not near yon corner-house by 


night; for, to my certain knowledge, there are blunderbus- 
ses planted in every loop-hole, that go off constantly of their 
own accord, at the squeaking of a fiddle and the thrummin = 


of a guittar. - 
Lor. Art thou so obstinate ? Then I denounce open war 


against thee: I'll demolish thy citadel by force ; or, at least, 
Fit bring my whole regiment upon thee ; my thousand red 
locusts, that shall devour thee 1 in free quarter. — Farewell, 

_ wrought night- cap. [EExit. 
Som. Farewell, buff! Free quarter for a regiment of red- 
coat locusts ! J hope to see them all in the red sea first 


But, oh! this Jezabel of mine! I'll get a physician that 


Shall prescribe her an ounce of camphire every morning for 

her breakfast, to abate incontinency. She shall never peep 

abroad, no, not to church for confession ! and for never go- 
5 £3 ; * he : ; , K = 0 « 
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ing, she shall be condemned for a heretic. She shall have 
stripes by Troy-weight, and sustenance by drachms and 
scruples; nay, I'll have a fasting almanack printed on pur- 
pose for her use, in which | 5 825 
No carnival nor Christmas shall appear, Y 
But Lents and Ember-weeks shall fill the year. [Exrr. 


ACT Il. SCENE I. 
| CT (——a— — 
« The Queen's antichamber. ALPHONSO and PEDRO. 
Alphonso. 
BY * Warn saw you my Lorenzo ? 
« Ped. I had a glimpse of him; but he hot by 1 me 
Like a young hound upon a burning scent: 
« He's gone a harlot hunting. 
* lpb. His foreign breeding might have taught him better. 
« Ped. *Tis that has taught him this. 
What learn our youth abroad, but to refine 
% The homely vices of their native land? 
« Give me an honest home-spun country clown 
« Of our own growth; his dullness is but plain, 
«« But theirs embroider'd ; ae sent out fools, 
_« And come back fops. _ | 
« Alph. You know what reasons urg'd me; 540 
But, now I have accomplish'd | my designs, 1 
AI Should be glad he knew them. His wild riots 
Disturb my soul; but they would sit more close, 
Did not the threaten'd downfall of our house, 
« In Torrismond, o' erwhelm my private ills. | 
« Enter BERTRAN. attended, and whispering with 4 courtier 
« Bert, I would not have her think he dar'd to love her; 


* 
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«« If he presumes to own it, she's so proud, 
« He tempts his certain ruin. 
« Alpb. [To Ped.] Mark how disdainfully he throws his 
eyes on us. 
« Our old imprison*d king wore no Such looks. 
« Ped. O, would the general shake off his Net to the 
usurping queen, 
« And re-enthrone good venerable Sancho; 
« I'll undertake, should Bertran sound his trumpets, 
« And Torrismond but whistle Tl his fingers, 
« He draws his army off. 
« Alpb. I told him so; 


e But had an answer louder than a storm. 


« Ped. Now plague and pox on his smock-loyalty ; 560 


« J hate to see a brave, bold fellow sorted, 
Made sour and senseless, turn'd to whey, by love; 


e A drivelling hero, fit for a romance. 
& O, here he comes: what wil their greeting 1 


Enter Tor risMOND „ BzarxAN and 5 meet and 
Justle. 


. Make way, my lords, and let the pageant pass. 


Tor. I make my way where' er I see my toe: 
But you, my lord, are good at a retreat. 


I have no Moors behind me. 
Bert. Death and hell ! 


Dare to speak thus when you come out again. 
Tor. Dare to provoke me thus, — man. 


Enter Tzr ESA. 


Ter. My lords, you are too loud 50 near the queen ; 
You, Torrismond have much offended her. | 
*Tis her command you instantly appear, 


* 
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To answer your demeanour to the prince, 
| [Exit Teresa, Bertran with his company le _ 
Tor. O, Pedro! O, n pity me! | 
A grove of pikes, 
Whose polish'd steel from far severely 1 
Are not so dreadful as this heauteous queen. = 
Alph. Call up your courage timely to your aid, 580 
And, like a lion press'd upon the toils, 
Leap on your hunters. Speak your actions boldly, 
There is a time when modest virtue is 
Allow'd to praise itself. 
Ped. Heart, you were hot enough, too hot, but now; 
Your fury then boil'd upward to a foam: 
But since this message came, you sink wh n 
As if cold water had been pour'd upon „ 
Ter. Alas, thou know'st not what it is to love! 
When we behold an angel, not to fear, 
Is to be impudent: no, I'm resolv'd, 
Like a led victim, to my death I'II go, | 
And, dyiog, bless the hand that gave the blow. [Zxeunt. 


* 


_$0ENE 1. 


1 i ; Drows, awd and shews the * lane in itate. eee tand. 

ing next her; then Tx ESA, &C., She rives and comes to the 

_ front. | 

3 Queen. [To Bert.] 1 blame not you, my lord; my father's 

9 will, 

1 Your own deserts, and all my people's voice, 

=_ Have plac'd you in the view of sov*reign pow'r, 

w_ | But I would learn the cause, why Torrismond, 

IF Within my palace walls, within my hearing, # 
Almost within my sight, affronts a prince | 609 
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Who shortly shall command him. 
Bert. He thinks you owe him more than you can pay, 
And looks as he were lord of human kind. 


Enter ToxRIs Mon D, ALPHONSO,' and PEDRO. TorRis- 
uo bows low, then looks earnestly at the * and keeps 
at distance. | 
Ter. Madam, the a 
2%. Let me view him well. 

My father sent him early to the frontiers. 
1 have not often seen him; if I did, 

He pass'd unmark'd by my unheeding eyes. 

But where's the fierceness,. the disdainful pride, 

The haughty port, the fiery arrogance ? 

By all these marks, this is not sure the man. 

Bert. Vet this is he who fill'd your court with tumult, 
Whose fierce demeanor, and whose insolence, 

The patience of a god could not support. 

24. Name his offence, my lord, and he shall dare 
Immediate punishment. | 
Bert. Tis of so high a nature, chould I speak it, 

That my presumption then would equal his, 

2%. Some one among you speak. ; 4 

Ped. [ Aside.] Now my tongue itches. | 620 

Qu. All dumb! On your allegiance, Torrismond, 

By all your hopes, I do command you speak. 

Tor. [Kneeling.} O seek not to convince me of a crime 
Which I can ne'er repent, nor can you pardon \ bz 
Or, if you needs will know it, think, oh think, 

That he, who thus commanded, dares to speak, 

Unless commanded, would have dy'd in silence. 

But you adjur'd me, madam, by my . 

Hopes I have none, for I am all despair; | 
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Friends I have none, for friendship follows favour ; 
Desert I've none, for what I did was duty: | 
Oh, that it were! that it were duty all! 
Qu. Why do you pause? Proceed. 
Tor. As one condemn'd to leap a precipice, 
Who sees before his eyes the depth below, 
Stops short, and looks about for some kind shrub 
To break his dreadful fall 501 — 
But whither am I going ? If to death, 
He looks so lovely sweet in beauty's pomp, 
He draws me to his dart.—-I dare no more. 640 
| Bert. He's mad beyond the cure of hellebore. 
Whips, darkness, dungeons for this insolence. 
Tor. Mad as I am, yet I know when to bear. 
2x. You're both too bold. You, Torrismond, vithdraw; 
I'll teach you all what's owing. to 4 queen. | 
For you, my lord— ' 
The priest to-morrow was to join our hands ; 
I'll try if I can live a day without you. 
$0 both of you depart, and live in peace. 
Alph. Who knows which way she points? 
Doubling and turning like a hunted hare. 
Find out the meaning of het wind who can. 
| Ped. Who ever found a woman's ? Backward and ebd. 
The whole sex in every word. In my conscience, when she 
was getting, her mother was thinking of a riddle. _. | 
IeErxeunt all but the Queen and Teresa. 
PU Haste, my Teresa, haste, and call him back. | 
Ter. Whom, madam ? | 
Q. Him. 
Ter. Prince ee 3 
Qu. Torrismond; | 
There i is no other he. | Ez 
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« Ter. [ Aside] A rising sun, | 

'« Or I am much deceiv'd.“ [Exit Teresa. 
24. A change so swift what heart did ever feel! : 

It rush'd upon me like a mighty stream, 

And bore me in a moment far from shore. 

I've lov'd away myself; in one short hour 

Already am I gone an age of passioft᷑: 

Was it his youth, his valour, or success? 

These might perhaps be found in other men. 

»Twas that respect, that awful homage paid me; 

That fearful love which trembled in his eyes, 

And with a silent earthquake shook his soul. 

But, when he spoke, what tender words he said! 

So softly, that, like flakes of feather'd snow, 

They melted as they fell. | 


Enter TER ESA with \ ToRRISMOND. 


Ter. He waits your pleasure. 
2z. Tis well; retire— Oh, heav'ns, that I must speak 


So distant from my heart [ Audi. 
[To Tor.] How] now! What boldness brings you back again? 
Tor. I heard *twas your command. 65581 


Au. A fond mistake, 
To credit so unlikely a command. 
And you return full of the same presumption, 
T' affront me with your love? 
Tor. If 'tis presumption, for a wretch condemn'd, 
To throw himself beneath his judge's feet: 
A boldness more than this I never knew; 
Or, if I did, twas only to your foes. 
Qu. You would insinuate your past services, 
And those, I grant were great ; but you confess 
A fault committed Since, that cancels all. 
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Tor. And who could dare to disavow his crime, 
When that for which he is accus'd and seiz'd, 
He bears about him still! My eyes confess it; 
My every action speaks my heart aloud: 

But, Oh, the madness of my high attempt 
Speaks louder yet! and all ne cry, | 
I love and I despair. 5 

© 2x. Have you not heard, W 700 
My father, with his dying voice, bequeath ; 2 
My crown and me to Bertran ? And dare you, 

A private man, presume to love a queen ? | 

Tor. That, that's the wound! I see mm set 80 o high, f 
As no desert or services can rea: 

Good heav'ns, why gave you me a Weience soul, 
And crusted it with base Plebeian clay? F 
Why gave you me desires of such extent, 
And such a span to grasp them? Sure my lot 

By some o'er-hasty angel was misplac*d | 

In Fate's eternal volume - But I rave, 

And, like a giddy bird in dead of night, 

Ply round the fire that scorches me to death, 

Au. Yes, Torrismond, you've not 80 ill deserv'd, 
But I may give you counsel for your eure. | 

Tor. I cannot, nay, I wish hot to be cur'd. 

Qu. Atide.] Nor I, Heav'n knows ! 

Tor. There is a pleasure sure | 
In being mad, which none but madmen know ! 

Let me indulge it; let me gaze for ever ! BY 720 
And, since you are too great to be beloy'd, Ma 
Be greater, greater yet, and be ador d. 

Qu. These are the words which I must only hear 
From Bertran's mouth; they should displease from you; 
I ay they should; but women are so vain | | 
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To like the love, though they despise the lover. 
Yet, that I may not send you from my sight 
In absolute despair——l pity you. 

Dor. Am I then pity'd ! I have liv'd enough 
Death, take me in this moment of my joy; 
But when my soul is plung'd i in long oblivion, 
Spare this one thought, let me remember pity ; 
And, so deceiv'd, think all my life was bless'd. 

Qu. What if I add a little to my alms ? 
If that would help, I could cast in a tear 
To'your misfortunes.” 

Tor. A tear? you have 0 'erbid all my past ES Fey | 
| And all my future too : 7 
Qu. Were I no queen 

Or you of royal blood ; 
Por. What have I lost by my forefathers fault 
Why was not I the twentieth by descent 
From a long restive race of droning kings? 
Love, what a poor omnipotence hast thou, 
When gold and titles buy thee ? | 

2%. [Sighs.] O. my torture 

Tor. Might I presume, but, oh, I dare not hope 
That sigh was added to your alms for me 

Qu. I give you leave to guess, and not forbid you 
To make the best construction for your love. 
Be secret and discreet; these fairy favours 
Are lost when not conceal'd; - provoke not Bertran 
Retire: 1 must no more but r AOL ON Torrismond. } 

[ Exit, 
Tor. She bids me 3 ; Oh, LINE 1 pities me ! 
And pity still foreruns approaching love, 
As lightning does the thunder! Tune your harps, 
Ye angels; to that sound; and thou, my heart, 
„ 
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Make room to entertain thy flowing joy. | 

Hence all my griefs and every anxious care; 759 
One word, and one kind — can in cure despair. \ [Exit, 


- Ma ” 


SCENE . 


1 cr 


A chamber. 4 table and wine get out. 


Enter Lorenzo. 


Lor. This may hit, 'tis more than barely possible : for 
fryars have free admittance into every house. This Jacobin, 
whom I have sent to, is her confessor; and who can suspect 
a man of such reverence for a pimp? I'll try for once; III 
bribe him high; for commonly none love money e than 
they who have made a vow of poverty, 


Serv. There's a huge, far, religious 8 . 
Sir; he says he's but a fryar, but he's big enough to be a 
pope; his gills are as rosy as a turkey-cock's ; his great belly 
walks in state before him like à harbingerz and his ty 
legs come-limping after * ; * was anch a tun of enn 


- SEEN. 


Lor. Bring him 5 e la. 


Euter Father Dom NICK. 


Welcome, father, 
| Den, Peace be here: ne I had hom sent for to a | 
dying man, to have fitted him for another world. Sq 
Tor. No, faith, father, I was never for taking such long 
journies. Repose yourself, I beseech you, sir, if those spin- 
dle legs of yours will carry you to the next chair. 780 

Dem. I am old, I am infirm, 1 must confess, with fasting. 
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Lor. Tis a sign by your wan complexion, and your thin 
jowls, father. Come, to our better acquaintance : here's a 


sovereign remedy for old age and sorrow. [ Driułs. 
Dom. The looks of it are . alluring: I'll do you rea- 
son. [ Drizks. . 


Lor. Is it to your palate, father ? 
Dom. Second thoughts, they say, are best: I'II consider of 
it once again. [ Drints.] It has a most delicious flavour with 
it. Cad forgive me, I have forgotten to drink your health, 
son, I am not used to be so unmannerly. [Drinks again. 

Ler. No, I'll be sworn, by what I see of you, you are not. 
To the bottom, I warrant him, a true churchman. Now, 
father, to our business, tis agreeable to your avg I in- 
tend to do an act of charity. 

Dom. And I love to hear of charity : bes a comfortable 
| oubjec. 

Lor. Being in the late battle, in great ho of my life, 
I recommended my person to good St. Dominick. 

| Dom. You could not have pitched upon a better: he's a 
Sure card: I never knew him fail his votaries. 801 

Lor. Troth, I e'en made bold to strike up a bargain with 
him, that, if I *scaped with life and plunder, I would pre- 
sent some brother of his order with part of the booty taken 
from the infidels, to be employed in charitable uses. 

Dem. There you hit him; St. Dominick loves charity ex- 
ceedingly; that argument never fails with him. 

Lor. The spoils were mighty; and I scorn to wrong bin 
of a farthing. To make short of my story, I enquired among 
the Jacobins for an almoner, and the General has pointed 
out your reverence as the worthiest man: here are Pop 
2 rogue in this purse. 

Dan. How! fifty pieces? tis too much, 0 much i in con- 
Science, 
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Dom, No, in troth, I ave not : do not + me to break 


my vow of poverty. | 
Lor. If you are modest, I must force you; for I am 
strongest. | 819 


Dem. Nay, if you compel me. there's no contending; but 


will you set your strength against a decrepid, poor, old man? 
[Takes the purse.] As | said, tis too great a bounty? But St. 
Dominick shall owe you another *scape ; Pll Ah him 1 in mind 
of you. 


Lor. If you 3 father, we will not trouble him till the 


next battle. But you may do me a greater kindness, e con- 
veying my prayers to a female saint. 

Dom. A female saint! good now, good now, how your 
devotions jump wile mine! I always loved the female 
ms. -- -. S 

Lor. I mean a fetale, mortal, 1 saint. 
Look upon the superscription of this note; you know Don 
Gomez's wife. 3 [&. des him a letter. 

Dom. Who, Donna Elvira? I think I have some reason; I 
am her ghostly father... 2g 

Lor. I have some business of importance with her, which 
1 have communicated in this (paper; by but her fi gpg is $0 
Horribly given to be jealous. _ 84 

Dom. Ho, jealous ! he's the very quintessence of jealousy : 
he keeps no male creature in his house; and 


lets no man come near her. 841 
Tor. Excepting you, father. f ö 
Dom. Me, I grant you: I am her director and her guide 


in spiritual affairs. But he has his humours with me too; 3 
for t'other day, he called me false apostle. 

Tor. Did he so? that reflects. upon you all; on 1 
father, that touches your . If you would do a me- 
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ritorious action, you might nne the church's quarrel. 


My letter, father. 

Dom. Well, so far as a letter, I will take upon me; for 
what can I refuse to a man so charitably given? 

Lor. If you bring an answer back, that purse in your hand 
has a twin-brother, as like him as ever he can look ; there 
are fifty pieces lie dormant in it, for more charities. 


Dom. That must not be: not a farthing more, upon my 


priesthood. But what may be the purport and meaning of 
this letter ; that, I confess, a little . me. 

Lor. No harm, I warrant you. 858 

Dom. Well, you are a charitable man? and [I'll take your 
nd : my comfort is, I know not the contents; and so far 
I am blameless. But an answer you shall have; though not 
for the sake of your fifty pieces more: I have sworn not to 
take them, they shall not be altogether fifty: your mistress 
—forgive me that I should call her your mistress, I meant 
Elvira, lives but at next door: I'll visit her er 
but not a word more of the nine and forty pieces. 
Lor. Nay, I'll wait on you down stairs. Fifty pounds for 
the postage of a letter! to send by the church is certainly 
the dearest road in - Christendom. | [ Exeunt, 


Ap 


 SCENEIW. © 


4 Chamber. Enter Gouzz and ELVIIA. 


Gom, Henceforth I banish flesh and wine: I'll have none 
Stirring within these walls these twelve months. 
Elo. I care not; the sooner I am starved, the sooner I am 


+» 


rid of wedlock. I shall learn the knack to fast a days: you 


have used me to _—_ a already. 


PO wn IGOR Gel Bare one, 2 3 l 
a - 1 TE = . "tn 9 * _ o 
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Com. How the gipsey answers me! Oh, tis a most noto- 
rious hilding. 


Ele. [ Crying.] But was ever poor innocent creature so 


hardly dealt with, for a little harmless chat? 3880 
 Gom, © Oh, the impudence of this wicked sex! Lasci- 
vious dialogues are innocent chat with you ! * 
Ekv. Was it such crime to enquire how the battle 


passed? | 

Com. But that was not the business, pines; you 
were not asking news of a\battle passed; you were engaging 
for a skirmish that was to come. 

Edv. An honest woman would be glad to hear, that her 
havonr was safe, and her enemies were slain. 

Gem. f In her tone.] And to ask, if he were 8 in 
your defence; and, in case he were, to offer yourself to be 
his surgeon; then you did not describe your husband to _ 
for a covetous, jealous, rich, old hunks. 

lv. No, I need not: he describes himself suficiently 
but, in what dream did I do this ? 

Som. You walked in your sleep, with your eyes broad 
open, at noon-day; and dreamed you were talking to the 
foresaid purpose with one colonel Hernando e 

Ele. Who, dear husband: who? . 

Gom. What the devil have I said? You would have farther 


information, would you! ORs -. - 
Elv. No, but my dear, little old man, tell me now; that 
I may avoid him for your sake. 


Gom. Get you up into your Mild: cockatrice; and 
there immure yourself: be confined, I say, during our royal 
pleasure: but first, down on your marrowbones, upon your 
allegiance, and make an acknowledgement of your 1 ; 
n a, 
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Ev. I have done you no injury, and therefore I'll make 
you no submission : but I'll complain to my ghostly father. 
Gom. Ay ; there's your remedy: when you receive condign 
punishment, you run with open mouth to your confessor 3 
that parcel of holy guts and garbage : he must chuckle you 
and moan you: but Pl rid my hands of his ghostly nn 
one Os h 


Enter DOM1NICK. 


and make him know he's the son of a === Sees him.] Soz 
———=N0 Sooner conjure, but the devil's in the circle. 

Dom. Son of what, Don Gomez. 

| Gem, Why, a son of a church; I hope there's no hooks fo 
that, father ? 920 

Dom. I will lay up your words for you till time Shall Serve; 
| and to-morrow I enjoin you to fast, for penance. 

Com. [ Aide.) There's no harm in that; she shall fast 
too; fasting saves money. | 

Dom. [To Elvira.) What was the reason that I found a you 
upon your knees, in that unseemly posture ? 

Gom. [¶ Aside.] Oh, horrible! to find a woman upon her 
knees, he says, in an unseemly posture; there's a TI for 
you! 

Elv. 2 0 Dom, ] I wish, father, you -uphacls give me an 


opportunity of entertaining you in private: I have somewhat 5 


1 my spirits that presses me exceedingly. 

Dom. [ Aside.] This goes well: Gomez, stand emu 
ee ee yet, stand out of 3 some. 
what to say to your wife in private. 

Gom. | Aide.) Was ever man thus prievt ridhden # Would 
the steeple of his church were in his belly: 7 | 
room for it. 


© Eby. 2 to acknowledge my infirmities ; but 
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you have been always an indulgent father; and therefore 1 

will venture to—and yet I dare not. | | 941 
Dam. Nay, if you are bashful; if you hw your wound 
from the knowledge of your surgeon. 

Ekv. You know my husband is a man in years; but he's 
my husband, and therefore I shall be silent; but his hu- 
mours are more intolerable than his age: he's grown so for- 
ward, so covetous, and so jealous, that he has turned my 
heart quite from him; and, if I durst confess it, has forced 
me to cast my affections on another man. 

Dom. Good 1 hold, hold; I meant e eee 
Pray, Heaven, this be my colonel. LAtide. 

Elu. I have seen this man, father; and have encouraged 
his addresses, he's a young gentleman, a soldier of a most 
winning carriage ; and what his courtship may produce at 
last, I know not ; but 1 am afraid of my own frailty. - 

Dam. [ Aside.] Tis he for certain: she has saved the cre- 
dit of my function, by er first; now I must take gra- 
vity upon mm. 

Gom. [ Aside.] This vhispering bodes me no 3 hes cer- 
tain; but he has me n the lash, that 1 dare 
not interrupt him. 961 
Dom. Da daughter, 40 you romeniber your matri- 
monial vow ? ; 
tles, to my sorrow, aden I do he it; a mi- 

serable woman it has made me: but you know, father, a 
marriage vow is but a thing of course, which all women take, 
when they would get a husband. | 

Dom. A vow is a very solemn thing; and it is good to keep 

it:—but, notwithstanding, it may be broken upon some oc- 
casions. Have you striven with all your * * this 
frailty ? | 
_ Ele. Yes, I have striven: but I found i it was against the 
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stream. Tore, you know, father, is a great vow maker; 
but he's a greater vow breaker. 


Dom. Tis your duty to strive always: but, notwithstand- | 


ing, when we have done our utmost, it extenuates the sin. 
Com. I can hold no longer—Now, gentlewoman, you are 
confessing your enormities ; I know it, by that hypocritical, 
down-cast look: enjoin her to sit bare upon a bed of nettles, 
father; you can do no less in conscience. 980 
Dom. Hold your peace; are you growing malapert? Will 
you force me to make use of my authority? Vour wife's a 
well. disposed and a virtuous lady ; ; I say ey in verbo gacer- 
abti ß. 
Ele. I know not what to do, father; I find myself in a 
most desperate condition; and so is the colonel for love of 


me. 


young gentleman I know ; *tis a gallant young man, I must 
confess, worthy of any lady's love in Christendom; in a 
lawful way, I mean: of such a charming behaviour, so be- 
witching to a woman's eye; and furthermore, so charitably 
given ; by all good tokens, this must be Py colonel Doe 


nando. 
Elo. Ay, and my Colonel too, father: 1 am m overjoyed; 


and are you then acquainted with him? 

Dom. Acquainted with him! Why, he haunts me up and 
down; and, I am afraid it is for love of you; for he pressed 
a letter upon me, within this hour, to deliver to you : I con- 
fess, I received it, lest he should send it by some other; ; but 
with full resolution never to put it into your hands. 1001 

Elu. Oh, dear father, let me have it, or I shall die. 

Cum. Whispering still! A pox of your close committee ! 
I'll listen, I'm resolved. [ Steals nearer. 

Dom. —_ if you are obstinately bent to gee it, use your 

— 


Dem. The colonel, say you! I wish it be not the same 


* 
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discretion, but for my part, I wash my hands on't. What 
makes you listening there? Get farther off, I n not to 
thee, thou wicked eves-dropper. 

Elv. I'll kneel down, father, as if I were e taking absolu- 
tion, if you'll but please to stand before me. 

Dom. At your peril be it then. I have told you t the ill 
consequences; & /iberavi animam meam,—Your reputation is 
in danger, to say nothing of your soul. Notwithstanding, : 
when the spiritual means have been applied, and fail; in 
that case, the carnal may be used. You are a tender child, 
you are; and must not be put into despair: your heart is as 
soft and melting as your hand. ¶ He strokes her face; tales 
her by the hand; and gives the letter. 

Som. Hold, hold, father, you go bonds your commission; 
palming is always held foul play amongst gamesters. 1019 
Dom. Thus good intentions are misconstrued by wicked 
yo ; you will never be warned till you are excommunicated. 
om. ¶ Aide.) Ah, devil on him; there's his hold! if 
| Foil were no more in excommunication than the church's 
censure, a wise man would lick his conscience whole with a 
wet finger; but, if I am excomipunicated, I am outlawed ; 
and then there's no calling in my money. : 

Elu. [ Rising.] I have read. the note, father, and will 304 
him an answer e f 5 for know his lodging by his 
letter. 

Dam. I understand it not, for my part; yo I wish your 
intentions be honest. Remember, that adultery, though it 
be a silent sin, yet it is a crying sin also. Nevertheless, if 
you believe absolutely he will die, unless you pity him, to 
save a man's life is a point of charity; and actions of charity 
do alleviate, as I may say, and take off from the mortality 
of the sin. Farewel, daughter Gomez, cherish your vir- 
tuous wife; and thereupon : give you my benediction. [ Going, 
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Gom. Stay; I'll conduct you to the door, that I may be 

sure you steal nothing by the way. Fryars wear not their 

long sleeves for nothing. —Oh, it is a Judas Iscariot. 1040 

[ Exit after the Fryar. 

Elv. This fryar is a comfortable man! He will understand 

nothing of the business, and yet does it all. 

Pray, wives and virgins, at your time of need, 

For a true guide, of my good father's breed. [ Exit. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


14 


The Street. Enter Lorenzo in a Fr ryar's habit, Jy 
8 Dominick. | 
Leben | 
FarnER Dominick, father Nennen! Why in such haste, 
man? 

Dom. It should seem a brother of our order. 5 

Lor. No, faith, I am only your brother in iniquity; my 
holiness, like yours, is mere outside. 

Dom. What! my noble Colonel in metamorphosis ! o 
what occasion are you so trans formed? | 

Lor. Love; almighty love; that which turned Jupiter into 
a town-bull, has transformed me into a fryar : I have had a 
letter from Elvira, in answer to that I sent by you. 

Dom. You see I have delivered my message faithfully; I 
am a fryar of honour where I am engaged. 

Lor. Oh, I understand your hint; the other fifty pieces 
are ready to be condemned to, charity. / 

Dom. But this habit, son, this habit! 1059 
Lor. Tis a habit, that in all ages has been friendly to for- 
nication: you have begun the design in this cloathing, and 
I'll try to ION it. The husband is absent; that evil 
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counseller is removed: ; and the sovereign is grecunaly. dis- 
posed to hear my grieyances. 

Dem. Go to; go to; I find good counsel is but thrown 
away upon you: fare you well, fare you well, son! ah— 

Ler. How! will you turn recreant at the last cast? You 
must along to countenance my enn we are at the 
door, man. 

Dom. Well, I have thought on't, and 1 will not go. : 

Tor. You may stay, father; but no fifty pounds without 
it; that was only promis'd in the bond : but the condition 
of this obligation is such, that if the above-named father, fa- 
ther Dominick, do not well and faithfully perform 

Dom. Now I better think on't, I will bear you company; 
for the reverence of my presence may be a curb to your ex- 

orbitances, ol 
. Lead up your myrmidon, and enter. ̃éExeunt. 


Enter 1 in her chamber. | 


Elv. He'll come, that's certain; young appetites harp, 
and seldom need twice bidding to such a banquet. Well, if 
I prove frail, as I hope I shall not, till T have compassed my 
design, never woman had such a husband to provoke her, 
such a lover to allure her, or al 1 confessor to absolve her 
« Of what am I afraid, then? Not my conscience, that's 
« safe enough ; my ghostly father has given it a dose of 
« church opium to Jull it. Well, for soothing sin, I'll say 
« that for him, he's s 4 _— 950 any court in Chris- 
_ «-tendom.” | 


Enter Lorenzo 3 | 
Oh, father Dominick, what news? How, a companion with 
you! What game have you in, AW that you hunt in 
couples? c | 
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Lor. [ Lifting up his hood.) I'll shew you that immediately. 
Ev. Oh, my love! 
Lor. My life ! | | 

| Elv. My soul! [ey embrace. 

Dam. I am taken on the sudden with a grievous swimming 

in my head, and such a mist before my eyes, that I can nei- 

ther hear nor see. 110 
Elv. Stay, and I'll fetch you some comfortable water. 
Dom. No, no, nothing but the open air will do me good. 

I'll take a turn in your garden; but remember that I trust 

you both, and do not wrong my good opinion of you. Exit. 

Elu. This is m, the dust of gold which you have 
thrown in the good man's eyes, that on the sudden he cannot 
see; for my mind misgives me, this xickness of hit is but 
apocryphal. 

Lor. Tis no qualm of conscience, I'll be sworn. You see, 
madam, tis interest governs all the world. He preaches 
against sin; why? Because so much more is bidden for his 
silence. 

Elv. And $0 muck for the fryar, 

Ler. Oh, those eyes of yours reproach me justly, that 1 ne- 
glect the subject which brought me hither. | 
Elu. Do you consider the hazard I have run to see you 
here? If you do, methinks it should inform ren that I love 
not at a common rate. 1118 
Lor. Nay, if you talk of W let us consider why 
ve are alone. Do you think the fryar left us together to tell 
beads ? Love is a kind of penurious god, very niggardly of 
his opportunities: he must be watched like a hard-hearted 
treasurer ; for he bolts out on the sudden, and if you take 
him not in the nick, he vanishes in a twinkling. 

Ev. Why do you make such haste to have done loving 
me? « You men are like watches, wound up for striking 
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« twelve immediately; but, after you are satisfied, the very 
« next that follows, is the solitary sound of single one.” 

4 Lor. How, madam ! do you invite me to a feast and then 
preach abstinence? 

« Elv. No, I invite you to a feast where the dishes are 
e $erved up in order. You are for making a hasty meal, 
« and for chopping up your entertainment like a hungry 
« clown. Trust my management, good Colonel, and call - 
«© not for your desert too soon.“ Believe me, that which 


comes last, as it is the sweetest, so it cloys the soonest. 


Lor. I perceive, madam, by your holding me at this dis- 
- tance, that there is somewhat you expect from me. What am 
I to undertake or suffer, ere I can be happy? 

Elv. I must first be satisfied that you love me. 1140 

Lor. By all that's holy, by these dear eyes— +» 

Elv. Spare your oaths and protestations, I know you 
gallants of the time have a mint at t your rs had s end, to 
coin them. 

Lor. Vou know you cannot marry me; ; but, Hes heavens, 
if you were in a condition 

Ev. Then you would not be 0 . of your promises, 
but have the fear of matrimony before your eyes. In few 
words, if you love me, as you' profess, deliver me from this 
bondage, take me out of Egypt, and Ill wander with yOu as 
far as earth, and seas, and love can carry us. 

Lor. I never was out at a mad frolie, though this is the 
maddest I ever undertook. Have with you, lady mine, 1 
take you at your word ; and. if you are for a merry jaunt, 
III try for once who can foot it farthest. There are hedges 
in summer, and barns in winter to be found : 1 with my 
knapsack, and you with your bottle at your back. We'll 
leave honour to madmen, ,and riches to knaves; and travel 

till we come to the ridge of the world, and then drop to- 
gether into the next. hte 
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Bw Give me your hand, and strike a bargain. 
Ie takes her hand, and kisses it. 
Lor. In sign and token whereof, the parties interchange- 
ably, and so forth——When should I be YOu of sealing 
upon this soft wax ? 
Ekv. Oh, nn ! I hear my husband's voice. 


Enter Gou EZ. | 


Gom. Where are you gentlewoman ? There's something in 
the wind, I'm sure; because your woman would have run up 
stairs before me; but I have secured her below, with a gag 
in her chops—Now, in the devil's name, what makes this 
fryar here again ? I do not like these frequent conjunctions 
of the flesh and the spirit; they are boding. 
Elv. Go hence, good father; my husband, you see, is in 
an ill humour, and I would not have you witness of his folly. 
. Ea going. 
G [ Running to the Pan By your reverence's favour, 
hold a little; J must examine you something better before 
you go. Hey-day | who have we here? father Dominick is 
shrunk in the wetting two yards and a half about the belly. 
what are become of those two timber-logs, that he used to 
wear for legs, that stood strutting like the two black posts be- 
fore a door? I am afraid some bad body has been setting him 
over a fire in a great cauldron, and boiled him down half the 
quantity for a receipt. This is no father Dominick, no 
huge over- grown abbey-lubber; this is but a diminutive 
sucking fryar. © As sure as a gun, now, father Dominick 
« has been spawning this young slender Antichrist.“ 1185 
Elo. [ Aside. J He will be found out; there's no pre- 
vention ! 
Gom. Why does he not Speak ? "What is the frya pos- 


$2 x Et THE SPANISH FRYAR,. ARA 1, | 
sessed with a dumb devil? If he be, I shall make bold to 


conjure him. | | 
Av. He is but a novice in his order, and is enjoined lence | 


for a penance. 
Gom. A novice, IRON you would make a novice o& me 

too, if you could. But what is his business here? Answer 

me that, gentlewoman, answer me that. 3 a 
El. What should it be, but to give me some spiritual in- FE 


eee ? 
very good! and you are likely to edify much from a 
| hou peer, This will not pass; I must examine the 
contents of him a little closer. Oh, thou confessor, confess - 
who thou art, or thou art no fryar of this world ! 1201 
[Ae comes to Lorenzo, who struggles with him; his habit 
| flies open, and discovers a word; Gomez tarts back. 
I nt this is a manifest member of the church militant ! 
Lor. ¶ Aude. ] I am discovered now impudence be my re- 
fage=—Yex, faith, tis I, honest Gomez. Thou seest I use 
thee like a friend. This is a familiar visit. 6 

Gem. What, Colonel Hernando turned fryar! Who could 
have suspected you of so much godliness? 

Tor. Ev'n as thou seest, I make bold here. 

Gan. A very frank manner of proceeding! But I do not 
wonder at your visit, after so friendly an invitation as I made 
you. Marry, I hope you'll excuse the blunderbusses for not 
being in readiness to salute you; but let me know your hour, 

and all shall be mended another time. 
Lor. Hang it, I hate such ripping up old uitkinditers.. 1 
was upon the, frolic this FOE a came to visit hes m 
masquerade. N . | 

Gm. Very likely: and not finding me at home, youu were 
ar to toy away an hour with my wife, or so. | 

Le. Right; thou speakest my very st. 1219 | 
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Com. Why, am not I a friend, then, to help you out? you 
would have been fumbling half an hour for this excuse. 
But, as I remember, you promised to storm my citadel, and 
bring your regiment of red locusts upon me, for free quar- 
ter: I find, Colonel, by your habit, there are black locusts i in 
the world, as well as red. 

Ele. [ Aude.] When comes my share of the reckoning to 
be called for ? 

Lor. Give me thy hand, thou art the honestest kind man 
—] was resolved I would not go out of the house till I had 


seen thee. 
Gom. No, in my conscience, if I had staid abroad till mid 


night. But, Colonel, you and I shall talk in another tone 


hereafter; I mean, in cold friendship, at a bar before a 
judge, by way of plaintiff and defendant. - Your excuses 
want some grains to make them current: hum and haw will 
not do the business. There's a modest lady of your acquain- 


tance: she has so much grace to make none at all, but 


silently to confess the power of dame Nature ne in her 
body to youthful appetite. 


Elv. How he got in I know not, unless it were by virtue 
of his habit, 1241 
Sem. Ay, ay, the virtues of that habit are known abund- - 


antly. 


Elv. I could not hinder his entrance; 3 for he took me un- 


provided. 
Som. To resist him, 


Elv. I'm sure he has not been is above a quarter of an 


hour. 

Gom. And a quarter at that time would have served thy 
turn. Oh, thou epitome of thy virtuous sex Madam Mes- 
Salina the secong, retire to thy apartment; I have an assigna- 


tion there to make with thee. 
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: Elv. I am all obedience. | [Exits 

Lor. I find, Gomez, you are not the man I thought you. 
We may meet before we come to the bar, we may; and our 
differences may be decided by other weapons than by lawyers? 
tongues. In the mean time, no ill treatment of your wife, 
as you hope to die a natural death, and go to hell in your 
bed. Bilbo is the word; remember that, and tremble—— . 

[ He is going out. 


Fate Dominick. | 


Dom, Where is this naughty couple ? Where are you, * 
the name of goodness? My mind misgave me, and I durst 
trust you no longer by yourselves. Here will be fine work, 
I'm afraid, at your next confession ! ; | 1263 

Lor. [ Atide.] The devil is punctual, I see: he has paid me 
the shame he owed me; and now the ar! is coming in for 
his part too. | 

Dom. | Seeing Gom.] e r ds 2 

- Gom. Why, you see a cuckold of this honest gentleman' 0 
n I thank him for his pains. 

Dom. I confess, I am astonish'd! 

Som. What, at a cuckoldom of your own contrivance 
your head-piece and his limbs have done my business—Nay, , 
do not look so strangely: remember your own words: Here 
will be fine work at your next confession ! What naughty 
couple were they, whom you durst not trust together any 
longer, when the hypocritical rogue had trusted them a full 
quarter of an hour? And, by the way. horns will rm in 
less time than mushrooms. 

Dom. Beware how you accuse one of my order upon light 
suspicions. The naughty couple that I meant, were your 
wife and you, whom I left together with great animosities on 
both sides. Now, that was the occasion, mark me, Gomez, 
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that I thought it convenient to return again, and not to trust 
your enraged spirits too long together. Vou might have 
broken out into revilings and matrimonial warfare, which are 
Sins; and new sins make work for new confessions. 

Lor. [ Aside.) Well said, i'faith, fryar; thou art come off 
thyself, but poor 1 am left in limbo. 

Gom. Angle in some other ford, good father; you shall 
catch no gudgeons here. Look upon the prisoner at the 
bar, fryar, and inform the court what you know concerning 
him: he is arraigned. here IMO the name of Colonel Her- 
nando. 1293 

Dom. What colonel FR you mean, Gomez? I see no man, 
but a reverend brother of our order, whose profession I ho- 
nour, but whose person I know not, as I hope for Paradise. 
Sa. No, you are not acquainted with him; the more's 
the pity ; you do not know him under this disguise, for the 
greatest cuckold-maker in all Spain. | 

Dom. Oh, impudence ! Oh, rogue! Oh, villain! ——— Nay, 
if he be such a man, my righteous spirit rises at him! Does 
he put on holy garments, for a cover-shame of lewdness? _. 

Com. Yes, and he's in the right on't, father: when a 
swingeing sin is to be committed, nothing will cover it so 
close as a fryar's hood; for there the devil plays at bo-peep, 
puts out his horns to do a mischief, and then shrinks them 
back for safety, like a snail into her shell. 

Lor. Atide.] It's best marching off while I can retreat 
with honour. There's no trusting this fryar's conscience; 
he has renounced me already more heartily than he e' er did 
the devil, and is in a fair way of prosecuting me for putting 
on these holy robes. This is the old church- trick: the 
«« clergy is ever at the bottom of the plot; but they are wise 
* enough to slip their own necks out of the collar, and leave 
« the laity to be fairly hanged for it.” RY [Exir Lor. 

Gom, Follow your leader, fryar; your colonel is IF 
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off; but he had not gone so easily, if I. durst have trusted 
you in the house behind him. Gather up your gouty legs, 
I say, and rid my house of that huge body of divinity. 

Dom. I expect some judgment should fall upon you, for 
your want of reverence to your spiritual director. Slander, 
covetousness, and jealousy, will weigh thee down. 1322 

Gom. Put pride, hypocrisy, and gluttony into your scale, 
father, and you shall weigh against me : nay, if sins come to 
be divided once, the clergy puts in for nine parts, and SCArce 
leaves the laity a tithe. : 

Dom. How darest thou reproach the tribe of Levi? 

 Gom. Marry, because you make us laymen of the tribe of 


Issachar. You make asses of us, to bear your burdens. 


When we are young, you put panniers upon us with your 
church discipline ; and when we are grown up, you load us 
with a wife : after that, you procure for other men, and then 
you load our wives too. A fine phrase you have amongst 
you to draw us into marriage: you call it settling of a man; 
just as when a fellow has got a sound knock upon the head, 
you say he is settled—marriage is a settling blow indeed. 
They say every thing in the world is good for something, as 
a toad, to suck up the venom of the earth; but I never 
knew what a fryar was good for, till your pimping shew- 


ed me. 1340 
Dom. Thou shalt answer for this, thou slanderer ! and 


offences be upon thy head. {| 
Gem. I believe there are some offences there of your 
planting. [Exit Dom. 


Lord, Lord, that men should haves sense enough to set ” 


Snares in their warrens to catch pole-cats and foxes ! And 
| Want wit a priest-trap at their door to lay, 
For holy vermin that'in houses prey. I Exit. 
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SCENE II. 


4 Palace. Queen and TERESA. 


| Teresa. 
You are not what you were since yesterday; 
'Your food forsakes you, and your needful rest ; 
You pine, you languish, love to be alone; 
Think much, speak little, and, in speaking, sigh. 
When you see Torrismond, you are unquiet; 
But when you see him not, you are in pain. 
Qu. Oh, let them never love, who never try'd! 

They brought a paper to me to be sign'd ; 
Thinking on him, I quite forgot my name, 
And writ, for Leonora, Torrismond. 

I went to bed, and to myself I thought | 1360 
« That I would think on Torrismond no more; | 
« Then shut my eyes, but could not shut out him. 
« I turn'd, and try'd each corner of my bed, 
« To find if sleep were there, but sleep was lost. 
«« Fev'rish for want of rest, I rose, and walk'd, 
« And, by the moonshine, to the windows went; 
* There thinking to exclude him from my thoughts.“ 8 
I cast my eyes upon the neighbouring fields, | 
And, ere I was aware, sigh'd to _ 
There fought my Torrismond. | 

Ter. What hinders you to a the man you nA n 

The people will be glad, the soldiers shout, 
And Bertran, tho” repining, will be awd 

Lu. I fear to try new love; | 
« As boys to venture on the unknown ice, | 
That crackles underneath them when they slide. 
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«© Oh, how shall I describe this growing ill! 
% Betwixt my doubt and love, methinks I stand 
« Falt'ring, like one that waits an ague-fit : | 
% And yet, would this were all! 1380 
% Ter. What fear you more? 
« Qu. I am asham'd to say; tis but a fancy. 
« At break of day, when dreams, they say, are true, 
« A drowsy slumber, rather than a sleep, 
« Seiz'd on my senses, with long dn worn. 
« Methought I stood on a wide river's bank, | 
% Which I must needs o'erpass, but knew not how; 
« When, on a sudden, Torrismond appear'd, 
« Gave me his hand, and led me lightly o'er, 
e Leaping and bounding on the billows heads, 
« Till safely we had reach'd the farther shore. 
C Ter, This dream portends some ill which you cat 
'scape. 
ce Would you see fairer visions, take, this alight, 
« Your Torrismond within your arms to sleep ; 
« And, to that end, invent some apt pretence 
« To break with Bertran. Twould be better yet, 
« Could you Proyvoke him, to give you th? occasion, 
bh | ine then to throw him off.“ ii l 


Emer BERTRAN af @ distance. 


Ju. My stars have sent him; e 
For see, he comes. How gloomily he looks! | 1400 
If he, as I suspect, have found my love, | 
His jealousy will furnish him with fury, 

And me with means to part. 

Bert. [ Aside.] Shall I upbraid her? Shall I call her false ? 
If she be false, tis what she most desires. | 
My genius whispers me, be cautious, Bertran ; 


5 
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-þ Thou walk'st as on a narrow mountain's neck, 
A dreadful height with scanty room to tread, | 
2%. What bus'ness have you at the court, my lord? 
Bert. What bus' ness, madam ! 
- 24. Yes, my lord, what busness ? 
"Tis somewhat sure of weighty consequence 
That bi ings you here so often, and unsent for. 
Bert. [ Atide.] Tis what I fear'd; her words are cold 7 
enough 
To freeze a man to death——May I presume 
To speak, and to complain? 
Qu. They who complain to princes, think them tame, 
What bull dares bellow, or what Sheep dares e ; 
« Within the lion's den?“ 
Bert. Yet men are suffer'd to put Heav'n in mind 1420 
Of promis'd blessings ; for they then are debts. | 
Au. My lord, Heav'n knows its own time when to give; 
But you, it seems, charge me with breach of faith. 
Bert. J hope I need not, madam. 
But as when men in sickness ling*ring lie, 
They count the tedious hours by months and years, 
So every day deferr'd, to dying lovers, 
Is a whole age of pain. 
Au. What if I ne'er consent to make you mine ? 
My father's promise ties me not to time; 
And bonds without a date, they say, are void. 
Bert. Far be it from me to believe you bound: 
Love is the freest motion of our minds; 
Oh, could you see into my secret soul, 
There you might read your on dominion doubled, 
Both as a queen and mistress ! If you leave me, 
Know, I can die, but dare not be displeas'd. 
Qu. Sure yon affect stupidity, my lord, 
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Or give me cause to think, that when you lost 5 
Three battles to the Moors, you coldly stood 1440 
As unconcern'd as now. 
Bert. I did my best; A 
Fate was not in my power. 
2. And with the like tame gravity you saw 
A raw young warrior take your baffled work, 
And end it at a blow. 
Bert. I humbly take my leave; but they who blast 
Vour good opinion of me, may have cause | 
To know I am no coward. | | [He ts « going. 
Qu. Bertran, stay —— | 
[4side.] This may produce some 1 consequence 
To him whom dearer than my life I love. 
I him.] Have I not manag'd my contrivance well, 
To try your love, and make you doubt of mine ? | 
Bert. Then was it but a trial? 
Methinks I start as from some dreadful — : 
And often ask myself if yet I wake. 
[ 4side.] This turn's too quick to be without design: 
I'll sound the bottom of *t, ere I believe. : | 
Qu. I find your love, and would reward it too; 1460 
But anxious fears solicit my weak breast. i 
I fear my people's faith, 5 
That hot-mouth'd beast that bears aint the curb, 
Hard to be broken even by lawful wo. 
But harder by usurpers. 
Judge, then, my lord, with all these cares  oppreav' 
woes can think of love 
Believe me, madam, 
— eee however large they „ 
Have but one root, the old imprison'd king, 
Whose lenity first pleas'd the gaping crowd: 
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But when long try'd, and found supinely good, 
Like Æsop's log, they leap'd upon his back, 

Your father knew them well, and when he mounted, 
He rein'd them strongly, and he spurr'd them hard; 
And, but he durst not do it all at ance, 

Ile had not left alive this patient saint, 

This anvil of affronts, “ but sent him hence, 

6e To hold a peaceful branch of palm above, 


« And hymn it in the choir.” | 1480. 


Qu. You've hit upon the very string, which, touch'd, 
Echoes the sound, and jars within my soul: 


There lies my grief, 


Bert. So long as there's a head, 

'Thither will all the mounting spirits fly; 

N that but off, and then _ 
Au. My virtue shrinks from such an horrid act. 
Bert, This *tis to have a virtue out of season. 


“ Mercy is good, a very good dull virtue; 


| But kings mistake its timing, and are mild 


« When manly courage-bids them be severe.“ 
Better be cruel once, than anxious ever. 


| Remove this threat'ning danger from your crown, 


And then securely take the man you love. 

Qu. [Walking acide.] Ha! let me think of that—the a gu 
I love! 

"Tis true, this murder is the only means 

That can secure my throne to Torrismond ; . * 

Nay, more, this execution done by Bertran, 

Makes him the object of the people's hate, 
Bert. [ Atide.] The more she thinks, *twill work the 

__ ©  $tronger in her. 1500 

5 [ Aside.] How cloguents is mibehief to peroude 

Few are so wicked as to take delight 
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In crimes unprofitable ; nor do l. 
If then I break divine and human laws, 
No bribe but love could gain so bad a cause. 
Bert. You answer nothing. 
Au. Tis of deep concernment, 
And I a woman ignorant and weak. 
I leave it all to you: think, what you do, 
You do for him I love. 
Bert. | Atide.] For him she loves! 
She nam'd not me; that may be Torrismond, 
| Whom she has thrice in private seen this day. 
Then I am finely caught in my own snare 
I'll think again—— Madam, it shall be done; 
And mine be all the blame. 
Qu. Oh, that it were! I would not do this crime; 
And yet, like Heaven, permit it to be done. 
« The priesthood grossly cheat us with free-will ; 
« Will to do what, but what Heaven first decreed ? 
« Our actions then are neither good nor ill, 
4 Since from eternal causes they proceed: 
« Our passions, fear and anger, love and hate, 
«« Mere senseless engines that are moy'd by fate; 
« Like ships on stormy seas without a guide, 
6 Tost by the winds, are driven by the tide.“ 


| Enter ToxRISMON D. 
Tor. Am I not rudely bold, and press too often 
= Law your presence, madam ? If I am—— . 

Qu. No more, lest I should chide you for your stay. 
Where have you been, and how could you suppose 
That I could live these two long hours without you? 

Tor. Oh, words to charm an angel from his orb! 
Welcome as kindly showers to long-parch'd earth ! 


[ Exze. 
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But I have been in such a dismal place, | 
Where joy ne'er enters, which the sun ne'er cheers, 
Bound in with darkness, overspread with damps ; 
Where I have seen (if I could say I saw) 
The good old king, majestic in his bonds, 
And midst his griefs most venerably great ? | 
By a dim winking lamp, which feebly broke 1540 
The gloomy vapours, he lay stretch'd along 
Upon th' unwholesome earth, his eyes fix'd n 
And ever and anon a silent tear 
Stole down and trickled from his hoary beard. 
24. Oh, Heaven! what have I done? My gentle loves 
Here end thy sad discourse; and, for my sake, 
Cast off these fearful melancholy thoughts. 
Tor. My heart is wither'd at that piteous sight, 
As early blossoms are with eastern blasts. 
He sent for me, and while I rais'd my head, 
He threw his aged arms about my neck; 
And, seeing that I wept, he press'd me close; 

So, leaning cheek to cheek, and eyes to eyes, e 
We mingled tears in a dumb scene of sorrow. | . 
Qu. Forbear; you know not how you wound my ond; 

Tor. Can you have grief, and not have pity too? 
He told me when my father did return, 
He had a wond'rous secret to disclose. h 
He kiss'd me, bless'd me, nay, he call'd me, son; 


He prais'd my courage; pray*d for my success; 1560 


He was so true a father to his min en 

To thank me for defending ev'n his foes, 

Because they were his subjects. 54 7 
- 2%. If they be, then what am I 2 | 
Tor. The soyereign of my soul, my er Heaven, 

Qu. And not _ Queen. | 
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Tor. Vou are so beautiful, 
So wond'rous fair, you justify rebellion; 
As if that faultless face could make no sin, 
But Heaven, with looking on it, must forgive. 

u. The king must die, he must, my Torrismond: 
Though pity softly plead within my soul, a 
Vet he must die, that I may make you great, 
And give a crown in dowry with my lo re. 

Tor. Perish that crown, on wy NL 1 
Oh, recollect your thoughts! 
Shake not his hour-glass, when his 1 125 
Is ebbing to the last. | 
A little longer, yet a little e 481 
And nature drops him down without your sin, 15 80 
Like mellow fruit without a winter storm. ; 

Au. Let me but do this one injustice more: 
His doom is past, and for your sake he dies. 

Tor. Would you for me have done so ill an act, 
And will not do a good one ? | 
Now, by your joys on earth, your hopes in Heaven; 
Oh, spare this great, this good, this _ Kings 
And spare your soul the crime! | 

Qu. The ctime's not mine; e 14 
Twas first propos'd, and must be dome by e 
Fed with false hopes to gain my crown and me. 
I, do enhance his ruin, gave no leave; 

But barely bade him think, and then resolve. | 
Tor. In not forbidding, you command the crime, 
Think, timely think on the last dreadful day; | 
How will you tremble, there to stand expos d, 
And foremost in the rank of guilty ghosts, 
That must be doom'd for murder! Think on murder: 6 
That troop is plac'd apart from common crimes ; | 
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The damn'd themselves start wide, and shun that band, 
As far more black, and more forlorn than they. 1601 


Qu. Tis terrible; it shakes, it staggers me. 
J knew this truth, but I repell'd that thought. 
« Sure there is none but fears a future state: 
« And when the most obdurate swear they do not, 
« Their AY hearts belie their boasting Oe" 


Enter Taste 


Send we: to Bertran 3 charge him strictly 
Not to proceed, but wait my further pleasure. 
Ter. Madam, he sends to tell you, *tis perform'd. [ Exit. 
Tor. Ten thousand Rs consume him! furies drag 
him! 
Fiends tear him! Blasted be the arm that act 
The tongue that order'd ! only she be spar'd, 
That hinder*d not the deed ! Oh, where was then 
The power that guards the sacred lives of kings ? 
Why slept the lightning and the thunder-bolts, | 
Or bent their idle rage on fields and trees, 95 
When vengeance call'd them here ? 
| 24. Sleep that thought too. ; 
Tis done; and since *tis done, tis past 2 3 
And since 'tis past recall, must be forgotten. | 1620 
Tor. Oh, never, never shall it be forgotten 2 
High Heaven will not forget it; after ages 
Shall with a fearful curse remember ours, 
And blood shall never leave the nation more. 
u. His body shall be royally interr'd, 
« And the last funeral pomps adorn his herse: 
I will myself (as I have cause too just) 
« Be the chief mourner at his obsequies; 
= And yearly fix, on the nn day, 
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4 The solemn mark of mourning, to atone, 
« And expiate my offences. 
« Tor, Nothing can, 
«© But bloody vengeance on that traitor's head, 
« Which, dear departed spirit, here I vow.” 
24. Here end our sorrows, and begin our joys. 
« Love calls, my Torrismond : though hate has.rag'd, 
« And rul'd the day, yet love will rule the night, 
« The spiteful stars have shed their venom down, 


And now the peaceful planets take their turn. 


« This deed of Bertran's has remov'd all fears, 1640 

« And given me just occasion to refuse him.“ 

What hinders now, but that the holy priest 

In secret join our mutual vows? * And then 

« This night, this happy night is yours and mine.“ 
Ter. Be still my sorrows, and be loud my Joys : 2 

Fly to the utmost circles of the sea, 

Thou furious tempest, that hath toss'd my mind, 

And leave no. thought but Leonora there—— 

What's this ?—I feel a boding in my soul, 

As if this day were fatal—Be it so. 

Fate shall but have the leavings of my love. . SE 

My joys are gloomy, but withal are greaet. eee 

The lion, though he sees the toils are set, | | 
Yet, pinch'd with raging hunger, scow'rs away, 

Hunts in the face of danger all the day, 

At night, with sullen eee ow o'er his prey. 1656 | 
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AC IV. SCENE I. 
——— —— 


Before Goukz“ s Docr. Enter Lox ENZO, DOMINICK, n. 
e Soldiers at a distance. 


Dominici. 


I'LL not wag an ace farther: the whole world will not bribe 


me to it; for my conscience will digest Shown gross enormi- 
ties no longer. 


lor. How, thy conscience not digest tho There's ne'er 


a fryar in Spain can shew a conscience that comes near it for 
digestion. It digested pimping, when I sent thee with my 


letter; and it digested perjury, when thou sworest thou 


didst not know me: I'm sure it has digested me fifty pound 
of as hard gold as is in all Barbary: pr'ythee, why should'st 
thou discourage fornication, when thou knowest thou lovest 
a sweet young girl? | 
Dam. Away; away 3 I do not love them ;—phau ; no. 


(ant. ] I do not love a . girl——you are so waggish. 
[ Spits again. 


Lor. Why thy mouth waters at the very mention of them. 
Dom. You take a mighty pleasure in defamation, Colonel; 


but I wonder what you find in running restless up and down, 
breaking your brains, emptying your purse, and wearing out 
n body with hunting after unlawful game. 

lor. Why there's the satisfaction on't. 


W This incontinency may proceed to 8 and 


3 to murder, and murder to hanging; and there's 


the satisfaction on't. 22 


Lor. I'll not hang alone, fryar; I'm resolved to, peach 
| has before thy superiors for what thou hast done already. 
Dom. I am resolved to fors wear it if you do: let me ad- 
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vise you better, Colonel, than to accuse a churchman to 

churchmen: in the common cause we are all of a piece; we 
hang together. 

Lor. [ Asige,], If you don't, it were no matter if you did, 

Dom. Nay, if you talk of peaching, I'll peach first, and 
see whose oath will be believed; I'll trounce you for offering 
to corrupt my honesty, and bribe my conscience; you shall 
be summoned by an host of paritors; you shall be sentenced 
in the spiritual court; you shall be excommunicated; yuu 
shall be outlawed; and [Here Lorenzo takes a purse, 
and plays with it, and at last, lets the purse fall chinking on the 
ground; wwhich the fryar eyes. ¶ In another tone.} I say, a man 
might do this now if he were maliciously disposed, and had 
a mind to bring matters to an extremity ; but, considering, 
that you are my friend, a person of honour, and a worthy 
good charitable man, I would rather die a thousand deaths 
than disoblige you. [Lorenzo tales up the purge, and pours it 
into the fryar's Sleeve.) Nay, good sir; nay, dear Colonel; 
Oh, Lord, sir, what are you doing now! I profess this 
must not be: without this I would have served you to the 
uttermost ; pray command me. A jealous, foul-mouthed 
rogue this Gomez is; I saw how he used you, and you | 
marked how he ubed me too: Oh, he's a bitter man; but 
we'll join our forces; ah, shall we, Colonel: We'll be re- 
| venged on him with a witness, 30 

Lor. But how shall I send her word to be ready at the 

door, (for I must reveal it in confession to you, ) that I mean 
to carry her away this evening, by the help of these two 
soldiers? I know Gomez „ eee a ep 
gain admittance. 

Dom. Let me alone ; I fear him not; 1 an el wih the 
authority of my eloathing; yonder I see him keeping centry 
at his door: © have you never seen a citizen, in a cold morn- 
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« ing, clapping his sides, and walking forward and back- 
« ward, a mighty pace before his shop? But I'll gain the 
« pass, in spite of his suspicion * stand you aside, and do 
but mark how I accost him. a 62 
Lor. If he meet with a repulse, we anne throw off the 
for? s skin, and put on the lion's : come, gentlemen, you'll 
Stand by me. pt ES 
Sold. Do not doubt us, colonel. 
[0 hey retire all three to a corner of the atage, Dominick 
| Joes to the door where Gomez Stands, 
Now. Good even, Gomez, how does your wife ? PR x 
Gom. Just as you'd have her, thinking on nothing but her 
dear colonel, and conspiring cuckoldom against me. 


Dem. I dare say, you wrong her, she is employing her 3 | 


| thoughts how'to cure you of your jealousy. 

Gom. Ves, by certainty, 

Dom. By your leave, Gomez; I have some spiritual advice 
* impart to her on that subject. 

Gom. You may spare your instructions, if you please, | 
father, she has no further need of them. | 


Dom, How, no need of them! Do you speak i in riddles ? = 


- Gem. Since you will have me speak plainer; she has pro- 
fited so well already by your counsel, that she can say her 
lesson, without your teaching : do you understand me now? | 

Dam. I must not negle& my _ for all that; once again 1 

Gomez, by your leave. 8 1 
Gom. She's a little indisposed at projenty: and it will not 

__ convenient to disturb her. 

[Dominick fers 10 go by-him, but Pother mn Fay Bim. 
Dom. Indisposed say you? Oh, it is upon those occasions 
that a confessor is most necessary; I think, it was my mo 

att that sent me hither so TI | 
| | | 
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7⁰ 
Sam. Ay, whose good angel sent you hither, that you best 
know, father. 

Dom. A word or two of devotion will do her no harm, Pm 
sure. 

Gom. A little sleep will do her more good, I'm Sure: you 
know she disburdened her conscience but this morning to 
you. 

Dom. But, if she be in this afternoon, She may have new 
occasion to confess. 

Gom. Indeed, as you order matters with the ene. she 
2 have occasion of confessing herself every hour. 
Don. Pray how long has she been sick ? 

Gom. Lord, eee r p erg ge speak; why ever 
since your last defeat. ' 101 

Dom. This can be but some mm indispozition, it will not 
last, and I may see her. 
- Gom. How, not last! I say, it will ust, and it chal . 
she shall be sick these seven or eight days, and perhaps 
longer, as I see occasion. What! I know the mind of her 
sickness, a little better than you do. | 

Dem. I find then, I must bring a doctor. 

Som. And he'll bring an apothecary, with a chargeable 
long bill of Ana's: those of my family have the grace to 
die cheaper; in a word, sir Dominick, we understand one 
another's. business here: I am resolved to stand like the 
Swiss of my own family, to defend the entrance; you may 
mumble over your garter nocters, if you please, and try if you 
can make my doors fly open, and batter down my walls with 
bell, book, and candle; but I OR you | 
are holy enough to commit miracles. | 

Dam - Men. of iy order un wet to be treated aſter cs 
manner. | 119 
Got, 1 would treat the pope and his cardinal Mi adorns 
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manner, if they offered to see my wife without my leave. 

Dom. I excommunicate thee from the church, if thou dosr 
not open, there's promulgation coming out. 

Gom. And I excommunicate you from my wife, if you go 
to that there's promulgation for promulgation, and bull for 
bull; and so 1 __ you to recreate yourself with the end of 
an old song“ and sorrow came to the old eee as mn 


Enter LoREN ZO and Soldiers. 


Lor. I will not ask you your success, for I overheard part 
of it, and saw the conclusion ; I find we are now put upon 
our last trump 3 the fox is earthed, but I shall send my two 
terriers in after him. 

' Sold. I warrant you, colonel, we'll unkennel him. 

Lor. And make what haste you can to bring out the lady; 
what say you, father ? * is but a venial sin among 
the soldiers. | 
Dom. [I shall absolve th, because he. is an enemy of the 
church-——There is a proverb, I confess, which says, that 
dead men 8. no tales; dut let your soldiers apply it at their 

own perils. e 
er. What, take away a tata kill him too! The 
wickedness of this old villain startles me, and gives me a 
*« twinge for my own sin, though it comes far short of his: 
hark ye, soldiers, be sure you use as little violence to him as | 
n a 8 
. Hold a little, I have thought better how to xecure 
him, with less danger to us. 

Lor. Oh, miracle ? the fryar is . 

Dom. The old king, you know, is just murdered, and the 


persons that did it are unknown; let let the soldiers seine him 


for one of the assassinates, and let me alone to accuse him 
afterwards. 
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Lor. I cry thee mercy with all my heart, for suspecting a. 
fryar of the least me ; e would you accuse him 
wrongfully ? | , 

Dom. I must confess, tis wrongful gucad hoc as to the fact 
itself; but tis rightful gacad hunc, as to this heretical rogue, 
whom we must dispatch : he has railed against the church, 
which is a fouler crime'than the murder of a thousand kings; 
omne majus continet in ge minus he that is an enemy to the 
church, is an enemy unto heaven : and he that is an enemy 
to heaven would have killed the king, if he had been in the 
circumstances'of doing it; so it is not wrongful to accuse 
him. «4% | 5535 

Lor. I never a a churchman, if he were personally of- 


fended, but he would bring in heaven by hook or crook into 


his quarrel. ere do as you were first ordered. . / 
Karbe: | [ Exeunt coldiers. 
Dom. What was't you a thew ? Are you sure it is 
| vaſe, and not scandalous* _ Fi 
Lor. Somewhat near your own design, but not "ae 
so mischievous; the people are infinitely discontented, as 
they have reason; and mutinies there are, or will be, against 
the queen no I am content to put him thus far into the 
plot, that he should be secured as a traitor.ʒ but he shall 
only be prisoner at the soldiers quarters; and when 1 0 
of reach, he shall be released. 
Dom. And what will become of me then? For when oy | 
Free, he will infallibly accuse me. | 
Lor. Why then, father, you must 1 recourse to your 
infallible church remedies, lie impudently, and swear devout- 
ly; and, as you told me but now, let him try whose oath 
will be first believed. e eee coming. 181 
T : | 4p . 
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Enter the Soldiers with Go EZ struggling on their backs, 
Gom. Help, good christians, help, neighbours ; my house 


is broken open by force, and I am ravished, and-am like to 


be assassinated. What do you mean, villains ? Will you car- 


ry me away like a pedlar's pack upon your backs? Will you | 


murder a man in plain day-light ? 
1:t Sold. No; but we'll secure you for a traitor, and for 


being in a plot against the state. 
| Gem. Who, I in a plot? Oh, Lord! oh, Lord! I never 

durst be in a plot. Why, how can you in conscience suspect 
a rich citizen of so much wit as to make a plotter? There 
are none but poor rogues, and those that can't lire without 
it, that are in plots. _ 

2d Sold. Away with him, away with him. 

Gem. Oh, my gold! my wife! my wife! my gold! As l 


hope to be saved now, I know no more of the plot than they 
that made it. [They carry him off, and exeunt. 


Lor. Thus far have we sailed with a merry gale, now we 
have the Cape of good Hope in sight; the trade-wind is 
our own, if we can but double it. [He hoks out. [Atide.] 
Ah, my father and Pedro stand at the corner of the street 


with company, woe no ear till ys are past. 202 


Euter Ervin RA with a cacket. 


aw 4 1. come at last into your arms? 

Lor. Fear nothing; the adventure's ended, and the knight 
may carry off the lady safely. 

El. I'm $0 overjoy'd, I can scarce believe I am at liberty; 


. but stand panting, like a bird that has often beaten her 


“ wings in vain against her cage, and at last dates Oy 
* venture out, 3 she sees it open.“ 
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Dom. Lose no time, but make haste while the way is free 


for you; and thereupon I give you my benediction. 


Lor. Tis not $0 free as you suppose; for there's an old 
gentleman of my acquaintance that blocks up the pactage at 
the corner of the street. 

Dom. What have you gotten there under your arm, reg 
ter? somewhat, I * that will bear 0 —_— in of 


| pilgrimage. 


Lor. The fryar has an hawk's eye to * and jewels. | 
 Eke. Here's that will make you dance without a fiddle, 
and provide a better entertainment for us than hedges in 
summer and barns in winter. Here's the very heart, and 
soul, and life-blood of Gomez: pawns in abundance, old 
gold of widows, and new gold of prodigals; and pearls and 
diamonds of court ladies, till the next bribe helps their hus- 


* to redeem them. 


Dom. They are the spoils of the wicked, and the church 
endows you with them. 

Ler. And, faith, we'll drink the church's health « out of 
— But all this while I stand on thorns: pr'ythee, dear, 
look out, and see if the coast be free for our escape; for 1 
dare not peep out for fear of being known. X | 

Lahe goo 66 took out, and Gomez . 
Ber : abe shrieks out. | 
Gem. Thanks to my stars, I have recovered my own terri- 


tories,—What do I 5eel I'm ruin'd! Pm undone ! I'm be- 


2 e „ 32 
: «© Dom. Au.! What a hopeful exterpriz en | 


0c ed!” 


Cam. Oh, colonel, are nid and you, fryar? Nay, | 
then [ find how the world goes: ig 
Laer. Cheer up, man, thou art out of jeopardy; I pond 


| thee crying out just now, and came running in full speed, 
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with the wings of an eagle and the feet of a tiger, to thy 
rescue. 

Gom. Ay, you are Fe at kad to do 1 me a courtesy with 
your eagle's feet and your tiger's wings; and what were you 
here for, fryar? 

Dom. To interpose my spiritual authority i in your behalf 

Som. And why did you shriek out, gentlewoman ? 

Elv. *Twas for joy at your return. 

Gom. And that casket under your arm, for what end and 
purpose? 

Elu. Only to preserve it from the thieves. 
Gem. And you came running out of doors _ 
Elv. Only to meet you, sweet husband. 


Cam. A fine evidence summed up among you: thank you 
heartily ; you are all my friends. The colonel. was walking 


by accidentally, and, hearing my voice, came in to save me; 
the fryar, who was hobbling the same way too, accidentally 


again, and not knowing of the colonel, I warrant you, he 


comes in to pray for me; and my faithful wife runs out of 
doors to meet me, with all my jewels under her arm, and 
shrieks out for joy at my return. But if my father-in-law 
had not met your soldiers, colonel, and delivered me in the 
nick, I should neither have found a friend nor a fryar here, 
and might have shrieked out for 3 Joy STOP for the ons we 
my jewels and my wife. | 
Dom. Art thou an infidel ? Wut thou not believe us? 
Som. Such churchmen as you would make any man an in- 
fidel. Get you into your kennel, gentlewoman !! I shall 
thank you within doors for your safe custody of my jewels, 
and your own. [He thrusts his wife off the tage. Exit Elvira. 
As for you, colonel Huffcap, we shall try before a civil magi- 
strate who's the greatest plotter of us two, I POO the 
$rate, or you — the Petticoat. | 1 271 
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Lor. Nay, if you will een you shall for something. 
1 [ Beats him. 

Gom. Murder! l 1 gire up the ghost! I am de- 
stroyed! Help! murder! murder! 
Dom. Away, colonel, let us fly for our lives: the huh 
bours are coming out with forks, and fire-shovels, and pits, ü 
and other domestic en ; the militia of a whole 2 is 
raised against us. 8 

Lor. This is but the interest * my ST master usurer, 
the principal shall be paid you at our next meeting. 

Dom. Ah, if your soldiers had but dispatched him, his 
tongue had been laid asleep, colonel ; but this comes of not 


| Mes nod counsel; ah — 
| [ Exeunt Lor. and F ryar 8 


* Pl be DG of him, if I dare; but he's such a 
terrible fellow, that my mind misgives me; I shall tremble 
when I have him before the judge: all my misfortunes come 
together: I have been robbed, and cuckolded, and ravished, 
and beaten, in one quarter of an hour: my poor limbs smart 
and my poor head aches; ay, do, do, smart limb, ache head, 
and sprout horns ; but I'll be hanged before I'll pity you- 
you must needs be married, must ye? There's for that 
[Beats is own hegd.)] and to a fine, young, modish lady, must 
ye? — There's or that too and, at threescore, you old, 
doting cuckold take that remembrance A fine time 
of day for a man to be bound prentice, when he is past using 
his trade: to set up an equipage of noise, when he has most 
need of quiet; instead of her being under covert-baron, to 
be under covert - femme myself; to have my body disabled, 
and my head fortified; and, es to be aged into a nar- 
row box with a shrill treble, - _ 300 

That with one blast thro” the 8 1 does bound, 
And first taught speaking-trumpets how to sound. Exit. 
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SCENE II. 


\ 515 
The Court. Euter RAY MOND, ALPHONSO, and PEDRo. 
Ray. Are these, are these, ye pow'rs, the promis'd joys, 
With which I flatter'd my long tedious absence, 
To find, at my return, my master murder'd ? 
Oh, that I could but weep, to vent my passion ! 
But this dry sorrow burns up all my tears. 
Alph. Mourn inward, brother; tis observ'd at court, 
Who weeps, and who wears black ; and your return 
Will fix all eyes on every act of yours, 
To see how you resent king Sancho's death. | 
Ray. What gen'rous man can live with that constraint 
Upon his soul, to bear, much less to flatter 
A court like this! can I sooth tyranny ! 
Seem pleas'd to see my royal master murder'd, 
His crown usurp'd, a distaff in a throne, 
A council made of such as dare not speak, | 
And could not, if they durst ; whence honest men 
Banish themselves, for shame of being there: ; 
A government, that, knowing not true wisdom, 3320 
Is scorn'd abroad, and lives on tricks at home? | 
Alpb. Virtue must be thrown off, *tis a coarse Ws 


| Too heavy for the sun-$hine of a court. 


Ray. Well then, I will dissemble for an end 
80 great, so pious, as a just revenge: - 
You'll join with me? 1 

Alph. No honest man but must. 

Ped. What title has this queen but lawles force L. 
And force must pull her down. 

Alph. Truth is, I is n 8 care; ; 

% Jes! be! 


- p ws — — 
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- Forc'd, for her safety, to commit a crime 
Which most her soul abhors. 


Kay. All she has done, or e'er can do, of good, 
This one black deed has damn'd. 


AS ID. 


Ped. You'll hardly join your son to our design. 42 


Ray. Your reason for't? 
Ped. I want time to unriddle it : 
Put on your Cother face; the > querp approaches. 


Eurer the Genre, Bra Tax, and attendants. 


Ray. And that accursed Bertran 1 | 
Stalks close behind her, like a witch's fiend, 
Pressing to be employ'd. Stand, and observe them. 

2z. [To Bert. ] Bury'd in private, and so suddenly! 
It crosses my design, which was t allow 4 

The rites of funeral fitting his degree, wt re 
With all the pomp of ee | 
Bert. It was not safe: 
Objects of pity, when the cause is new, | 
Would work too fiercely.on the giddy croud. 
Had Cæsar's body never been e . 
Brutus had gain d his cause. ws 24's b la 
Qu. Then was he lov'd ? | 


5 


i} 


Bert. O, never man so much, for saint- like goodness. 
* Ped. ¶Acide.] Had bad men fear'd him but as good men 


lov'd him, 
« He had not yet been sainted. 
% Qu. I wonder how the people bear his death. 


„ Bert. Some discontents there are; some idle murmurs. 
« Ped. How, idle murmurs! let me plainly speak: 


_ « The doors are all shut up; the wealthier sort, 
« With arms across, and hats upon their eyes, 
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« Walk to and fro before their silent hops: 360 
«© Whole droves of lenders crowd the bankers? doors, 
« To call in money; those who have none, marx 
„Where money goes; for, when they rise, *tis plunder: 
„ The rabble gather round the man of news, 
e And listen with their mouths: 
«« Some tell, some hear, some judge of news, some make it: 
« And he who lies most loud, is most believ'd.“ 
24. This may be dangerous. 
Ray. [ Atide.] Pray Heaven it may. 
Bert. If one of you must fall, 
Self. preservation is the first of laws; 
And if, when subjects are oppress'd by kings, 
They justify rebellion by that law: 
As well may monarchs turn the edge of right 
To cut for them, when self- defence requires it. 
Au. You place such arbitrary power in kings, 
That I much fear, if I should make you one, 
You'll make yourself a tyrant. Let these know 
By what authority you did this act. 379 
Bert. Vou much surprise me to demand that quention: bod 
But, since truth must be told, *twas by your own. 
2. Produce it; or, by Heav'n, your head Shall answer 
The forfeit of your tongue. ä | 
Ray. [ Aside.] Brave mischief towards. 
Bert. You bade me. 
Qu. When, and where ? 
Bert. No, I confess, you bade me not in \ words, 
The dial spoke not, but it made shrewd signs, 
And pointed full upon the owaks of any 


Vet this you said, {1 


You were a woman ignorant and weak, 
So left it to my care, | 
Qu. What if I said, 


— — — 


„ THE SPANISH rarAx. AR V. 


I was a woman ignorant and weak, | 
Were you to take th* advantage of my sex, 


And play the devil to tempt me? «© You contrivd, 


% You urg'd, you drove me headlong to your toils ; 


« And if, much tir'd, and frighten'd more, I paus d; 
«« Were you to make my doubts your own commission? 
« Bert. This tis to serve a prince too faithfully; 400 
« Who, free from laws himself, will have that done; 
« Which, not perform'd, brings us to sure ang 
« And, if perform'd, to ruin. = 
% Q. This 'tis to counsel things 5 are unjust; 
First, to debauch a king to break his laws, 
« (Which are his safety) and then seek protection 
« From him you have endanger'd; but, just Heaven, 
« Where sins are judg'd, will damn the We devil, p 
« More deep than those he tempted.” * 
Bert. If princes not protect their ministers. 
What man will dare to serve them F Fe 8 
Qu. None will dare 6 5 
To serve them ill, when they are left to laws 8 
But, when 4 counsellor, to save himself. 
Would lay miscarriages upon his prince, 


Exposing him td public rage and hate, 


O, *tis an a& as infamously base, 
As, should a common soldier sculk behind, 
And thrust his general i in the front of war : ; 
It shews, he only serv'd himself before, 420 
And had no sense of honour, country, king; 
But center'd on himself; and us'd his master, 
As guardians do their wards, with shews of care, 
But with intent to sell the public ande 
And pocket up his prince. 
Ped. | Aide.) Well said, i'faith. 


This speecli is e en too good for an usurper. 
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Bert. I see for whom I must be sacrific'd; 
And had I not been sotted with my zeal, 
I might have found it sooner. 
Qu. From my sight 
The prince who bears an insolence like this, 
Is such an image of the powers above, 
As is the statue of the thundering god, 
Whose bolts the boys may play with. | | 
Bert. Unreveng'd 4 
J will not fall, nor single. [Exit cum uit. 
Qu. To Ray. who kisses her hand.] Welcome, welcome: 
I saw you not before: one honest lord 
Is hid with ease among a crowd of courtiers; 
How can I be too grateful to the father _ 440 
Of such a son as Torrismond ? 
Ray. His actions were but duty. 
Au. Vet, my lord, 
All have not paid that debt like a0 een 
Vou hear how Bertran brands me with a crime, 
Of which, your son can witness, I am free. 
i t to stop the murder, but too late; 
or crimes are swift, but penitence is slow. ' 
The bloody Bertran, diligent in ill, 
| Flew to prevent the soft returns of pity. 
| Ray. O cursed haste, ene b 28 2p pe 
Can you forgive the traitor? | 
Qu. Never, never Wants 
Tis written here in characters so deep, 
That seven years hence (till then should I not meet him) 
And in the temple then, I'll drag him thence, 
Ev'n from the holy altar to the block. 


Ray. ¶ Aside.] She's fir'd, as I would wish her. Aid me, 


justice, 


| 
f 
| 
| 
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And ruin both at.once.——It wounds indeed, [To her. 
To bear affronts, too great to be forgiven, 461 
And not have power to punish. Vet one way 
There is to ruin Bertran. | 
Qu. O, there's none; 
« Except an host from Heaven can make such haste 
« 'To save my crown, as he will do to seize it.“ 
Vou saw, he came surrounded with his friends, 
And knew besides, our army was remov'd 
To quarters too remote for sudden use. 
Ray. Vet you may give commission 


To some bold man, whose loyalty you trust, 


And let him raise the train- bands of the city, 
2. Gross feeders, lion-talkers, lamb- like fighters. 
ERay. You do not know the virtues of your city, of 
What pushing force they have : some popular chief, 
More noisy than the rest, but cries halloo, | 
And in a trice, the bellowing herd come out; 
The gates are barr'd, the ways are barricado'd. 4 
And one and all's the word; true cocks o' th' game, 
That never ask, for what, or whom, they fight, 480 
But turn 7 og and shew.*em but a foe, | 
Cry liberty, and that's a cause for quarrel. | 
Nx. There may be danger, in that boist'rous rout : 
- Who knows, when fires are kindled for my foes, 
But some new blast of wind may turn 8700 n 
Against my palace-walls ? 

Ray. But still their chief 
Must be some one, whose loyalty you trust. 

Qu. And who more proper for that trust than you, 
Whose interests, though unknown to you, are mine ! 
Alphonso, Pedro, haste to raise the rabble, 
He shall appear to head 'em. 

Ray. [ Aide to Alph. and Ped.] First seize Bertran, 


—— Joey " 
— 4 — —— ——— ́P—HC —— — ——— wo, OY VEE 


AR IF, © | THE SPANISH FRYAR. 83 


And then insinuate to them, that I bring 
Their lawful prince to place upon the throne. 
41þh. Our lawful prince ? 
Ray. Fear not : I can produce him. 
% Ped. [To Alph.] Now we want your son Lorenzo: on 
a mighty faction 
« Would he make for us of the city wives, 
« With, O, dear husband, my sweet honey husband, 500 
« Wo'n't you be for the colonel ? If you love me, 
Be for the colonel? O, he's the finest man l“ [ Exit. 
Ray. [ Aide.) So, now we have a plot behind the plot; 
She thinks, she's in the depth of my design, 
And that it's all for her; but time shall show,. 
She only lives to help me ruin others, 
And last, to fall herself. 
24. Now to you, Raymond: can you guess no reason 
Why I repose such confidence in yy ? 
You needs must think, 
There's some more powerful cause than loyalty : 
Will you not speak to save a lady's blush ? 
Must I inform you, *tis for Torrismond, 
That all this grace is shewn ? 
Ray. [| Aside.] By all the powers, ee worse than what 
| I fear'd. 
Qu. And yet, what need I blush at such a choice ? 
I love a man whom I am proud to love, c 
And am well pleas'd my inclination gives 
What gratitude would force. 0 pardon me; | 
«« I ne*er was covetous of wealth before; 520 
Vet think so vast a treasure as your son, 
Too great for any private man's possession ; 
« And him too rich a jewel to be set 
«« In yulgar metal, or for vulgar use. 
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«© Ray. Arm me with patience, Heaven! 
Qu. How, patience, Raymond ? 
ce What exercise of patience have you here? 
« What find you in my crown to be contemn'd, 
« Or in my person loath'd? Have I, a queen, 
« Pass'd by my fellow-rulers of the world, 


% Whose vying crowns lay glittering in my way, 


« As if the world were pav'd with diadems ? 
« Have I refus'd their blood, to mix with yours, 
« And raise new kingdoms from so obscure a race, 
« Fate scarce knew where to find them when I call'd ? 
« Have I heap'd on my person, crown and state, 
« To load the scale, and weigh'd myself with earth, 
% For you to spurn the balance? | 
« Ray. Bate the last, and *tis what I would say: 

Can I, can any loyal subject, see | 

« With patience, such a stoop from sovereignty, 

« An ocean pour'd upon a narrow brook ? 

« My zeal for you must lay the father by, 

« And plead my country's cause against my son. 

« What tho” his heart be great, his actions gallant, 

% He wants a crown to poize against a crown, 
Birth to match birth, and power to balance powers 

Qu. All these I have, and these I can bestow. 

« But he brings worth and virtue to my bed; 

« And virtue is the wealth which tyrants want. 

« I stand in need of one whose glories may 


 _ « Redeem my crimes, ally me to his fame, 


* Dispel the factions of my foes on earth, 

«« Disarm the justice of the powers above 
Ray. The people never will endure this choice. 
2%. If I endure it, what imports it you? 

Go raise the ministers of my revenge, | 


% 
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Guide with your breath this whirling tempest round, 
And see its fury fall where I design; | 9 8 
« At last a time for just revenge is giv'n; 550 
„ Revenge, the darling attribute of Heav'n: 
4 But man, unlike his Maker, bears too long; 

« Still more expos'd, the more he pardons wrong; 
Great in forgiving, and in suffering brave, 
« To be a saint, he makes himself a slave.“ [ Exit. 

Ray. Marriage with Torrismond ? it must not be ; | 
By Heaven, it must not be; or, if it be, | 
Law, justice, honour bid farewell to earth, 
For Heaven leaves all to tyrarits. 


Enter ToxRIsMON D, wwho kneels to him. 


Tor. O, ever welcome, sir, | 
But doubly now! You come in such a time, 
As if propitious fortune took a care, 

To swell my tide of joys to their full height, 
And leave me nothing farther to desire. 
Ray. I hope I come in time, if not to make, 
At least to save your fortune and your honour : 
Take heed you steer your vessel right, my son; 
This calm of Heaven, this mermaid's melody, 
Into an unseen whirlpool draws you fast, 
And in a moment sinks you. 580 
Tor. Fortune cannot, . | 
And Fate can scarce ve made the port already, 
And laugh securely at the lazy storm 
That wanted wings to reach me in the deep. 
Vour pardon, sir; my duty calls me hence; 
1 go to find my queen, my earthly goddess, 
To whom I owe my hopes, my life, my love. 
Ray. You owe her more perhaps than you imagine ; 
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Stay, I command you stay, and hear me first. 
This hour's the very crisis of your fate, 
Vour good or ill, your infamy or fame, 
And all the colour of your life depends 
On this important now. 
Tor. I see no danger; | 
The city, army, court espouse my cause 
And, more than all, the queen, with public S0 
Indulges my pretensions to her love. 

“Ray. Nay, if possessing her can make you happy, 
« *Tis granted, nothing hinders your design. | 

« Tor. If she can make me blest ? she only can: 600 
* Empire, wealth, and all she brings beside, 
« Are but the train and trappings of her love: 
The sweetest, kindest, truest of her sex, 
« In whose possession years roll round on years, | 
« And joys in circles meet new joys again: 
% Kisses, embraces, languishing, and death 
« Still from each other to each other move, 
« To crown the various seasons of our love: 
« And doubt you if such love can make me happy? 

« Ray: Yes, for I think you love your honour more. 
« Tor. And what can'shock my honour in a queen ? 
* Ray. A tyrant, an usurper! 
Tor. Grant she be. 

« When from the conqueror we hold our lives, 
« We yield ourselves his subjects from that hour: 
«« For mutual benefits make mutual ties. 

« Ray. Why, can you think I owe a thief my ew. 

Because he took it not by lawless force 
* What if he did not all the ill he could ? y 
« Am I oblig'd by that t' assist his rapines, 620 
And to maintain his murders ? = ö 
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« Tor. Not to maintain, but bear them unreveng'd. 


« Kings” titles commonly begin by force, 
« Which time wears off, and mellows into right: 
«© So power, which in one age is tyranny, | 
Mas ripen'd 1 in the. next to true SUCCESSION : 
« She's in possession. 
« Ray. So diseases are: 
« Should not a ling' ring fever be remov'd, 
Because it long has rag'd within my blood? 


„Do rebel when I would thrust it out? 


« What, shall I think the world was made for one, 
« And are men born for kings, as beasts for men, 
Not for protection, but to be devour'd ? 
% Mark those who doat on arbitrary power, 
« And you shall find them either hot-brain'd youth, 
« Or needy bankrupts, servile in their greatness, 
And slaves to some, to lord it o'er the rest. 
O baseness, to support a tyrant throne, 
« And crush your free-born brethren of the world! 
« Nay, to become a part of usurpation; 
T' espouse the tyrant's person and her crimes, 
% And on a tyrant get a race of tyrants, 
To be your country's curse in after-ages. 
« Tor. I see no crime in her whom I adore, 
« Or if I do, her beauty makes it none: 
« Look on me as a man abandon'd o'er 
«« To an eternal lethargy of love; 98 
« To pull, and pinch, and wound me, cannot cure, 
« And but disturb the quiet of my death.” 
Ray. Oh, Virtue, Virtue ! what art thou become, 
That man should leave thee for that toy, a woman, 
«© Made from the dross and refuse of a man? 
«« Heaven took him sleeping when he made her, too: 
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* Had man been waking, he had ne'er consented.“ 

Now, son, SUPPOSE 

Some brave conspiracy were ready form'd, 

To punish tyrants and redeem the land, 

Could you so far belie your country's hope, 

As not to head the party ? 660 

Tor. How could my hand rebel against my heart? 

Ray. How could your heart rebel against your reason? 

Tor. No honour bids me fight against os 
The royal family i is all extinct, 

And she who reigns bestows her crown on me. 

So, must I be ungrateful to the living, 

To be but vainly pious to the dead; 

While you defraud your offspring of their fate. 

Ray. Mark who defraud their offspring, you or I; / 
For know, there yet survives the lawful heir | 
Of Sancho's blood, whom, when I shall produce, 

I rest assur'd to see you pale with fear, 
And trembling at his name. 

Tor. He must be more than man who maker me tremble: 4 
I dare him to the field, with all the odds | 
Of justice on his side, against my tyrant. 

Produce your lawful prince, and you shall see 
How brave a rebel love has made your son. 

Ray. Read that; ; *tis with the royal signet sign 'd, 4 
And given me by the king, when time should serve, 680 
To be perus'd by you. > hogan?» Le! $a HER | 

Tor. [Reads.] *I the king: 

My youngest and alone surviving son, 
Reported dead t' escape rebellious rage, 
Till happier times shall call his courage forth 
To break my fetters, or revenge my fate, _ 
I will that Raymond educate as his, 


> 
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And call him Torrismond.” ——- 
If I am he, that son, that Torrismond, 
The world contains not so forlorn a wretch. 
Let never man believe he can be happy; 
- For when I thought my fortune most secure, 
One fatal moment tears me from my joys ; 
And when two hearts were join'd by mutual love, 
The sword of justice cuts upon the _ 
And severs them for ever. | 

Ray. True, it must. 

Tor. Oh, cruel man, to tell me that it must [ 
If you have any pity in your breast, 
Redeem me from this labyrinth of fate, co 
And plunge me in my first obscurity. 
The secret is alone between us two; 
And though you would not hide me from myself, 
Oh, yet be kind, conceal me from the world, 
And be my father still. 

Ray. Vour lot's too glorious, and the proof's too plain. 
Now, in the name of honour, sir, I beg you, 
(Since I must use authority no more) 
On these old knees, I beg you, ere I die, 
That I may see your father's death reveng'd. 112 
Tor. Why, tis the only bus' ness of my life; e 
My order's issu'd to recall the army, 
And Bertran's death resoly'd. » 
| Ray. And not the queen's? Oh, she's the chiefoffender ! 
Shall justice turn her edge within your hand ? 
No, if she *scape, you are yourself the tyrant, 
And murderer of your father. | 

Tor. Cruel fates, 
To what have you reserv'd me? 
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Tor. Since you must know, (but break, oh, break my heart, 


Before I tell my fatal story out) 
Th' usurper of my throne, my house's ruin, 
The murderer of my father, is my wife 
Ray. O horror, horror! — After this alliance, 
Let tigers match with hinds, and wolves with sheep, 
And every creature couple with his foe. 
How vainly man designs, when Heaven opposes ! * 
1 bred you up to arms, rais*d you to power, 
Permitted you to fight for this usurper, 
Indeed to save a crown, not her's, but yours; 
All to make sure the vengeance of this day, 
Which even this day has ruin'd. One more question 
Let me but ask, and I have done for ever: 
Do you yet love the cause of all your woes, 518527 
Or is she grown (as sure she ought to be) | h 
More odious to your sight than toads and adders ? 
Tor. Oh, there's the utmost malice of my fate, 
That I am bound to hate, and born to love! | 
Ray. No more Farewell, my much-lamented king ! 740 
„Aude. ] I dare not trust him with himself so far, 
« To own him to the people as their king, 
% Before their rage has finish*d my designs 
« On Bertran and the queen. But, in despite 


«© Ev'n of himself, I'll save him.“ . [Exit Ray. 


Tor. *Tis but a moment since I have been —_ 


And weary on't already. I'm a lover, 
And lov'd, Possess; yet all these make me td ; 


And Heay'n has giv'n me blessings for a curse. 


With what a load of vengeance am I press'd ! 
Yet never, never can I hope for rest; 
For when my heavy burthen I remove, 


— — 


Iybe weight falls down, and crushes her I love. [Extunt. 
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ACT Y. SCENE I. 


A Bed chamber. Enter ToRRISMOND. 


e  Torriemond. | 
Love, justice, nature, pity, and revenge, 
Have kindled up a wild-fire in my breast, 
And 1 am all a civil war within. 


Enter QUuzzn and TRRESA at a distance. 


My Leonora there! | 

Mine! is she mine? My father's murderer mine? 
Oh, that I could, with honour, love her more, 
Or hate her less, with reason !—See, she weeps ; 
Thinks me unkind, or false, and knows not why 
I thus estrange 'my person from her bed, 


Shall II not tell her? No; *twill break her heart: 


| She'll know too soon her own and my misfortunes. [ Exit. 
24. He's gone, and I am lost! Didst thou not see | 
His sullen eyes, how gloomily they glanc'd ? | 
He look'd not like the Torrismond I lov'd. 
« Ter. Can you not guess from when this change | 


proceeds?” -;;-; ; 
& I No, there's the grief, 1 Ohl Teresa l 
_ «© Fain would J tell thee what I feel within, 
But shame and modesty have ty*d my tongue 
« Yet I will tell, that thou may'st weep with me,. 
« How dear, how sweet his first embraces were; 120 
With what a zeal he join'd his lips to mine, c 
« And suck'd my breath at every word 1 spoke, 
As if he drew his ien thence:; 3 
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«« While both our souls came upward to our mouths, 
« As neighbouring monarchs at their borders mee. 
« I thought—Oh,. no, tis false, I could not think! 
„ Twas neither life nor death, but both in one. 
« Ter. Then sure his transports were not less than yours, 
Qu. More, more! for by the high-hung tapers? light 
« I could discern his cheeks were glowing red, 
% His very eye-balls trembled with his love, 
« And sparkled through their casements J humid fires : 
« He sigh'd, and kiss'd, breath'd short, and would have 
. Spoke, 
« But was too fierce to throw away the time; 
« All he could say, was love and Leonora. 
« Ter, How then can you suspect him lost so soon? 
« Qu. Last night he flew not with a bridegroom's haste, 
Which eagerly prevents th' appointed hour. 
« I told the clocks, and watch'd the wasting light, 
« And list'ned to each softly-treading step, | 
« In hope twas he; but still it was not he. 40 
« At last he came, but with such alter'd looks, | 


„„ So wild, so ghastly, as if some ghost had met him. 


« All pale, and speechless, he survey d me round; 
« Then with a groan, he threw himself in bed, 
es But far from me, as far as he could move, : | 
« And sigh'd, and toss'd, and turn'd, but Still from me. 
* Tz. What, all the night? 
Qu. Ev'n all the live- long night. 
« At last (for, blushing, I must tell thee all) 
« I press'd his hand, and laid me by his side; 
« He pull'd it back, as if he touch'd a serpent. 
« With that I burst into a flood of tears, 
% And ask'd him how I had offended him ? 
« He answer'd nothing but with sighs and groans ; 


* 
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c«« So restless pass'd the night; and at the dawn, 
« Leap'd from the bed, and vanish'd. 

« Ter. Sighs and groans, 
ce Paleness and trembling, all are signs of love. 


_ « He only fears to make you share his sorrows. 60 


« 2g. I wish *twere so; but love still doubts the worst. 
« My heavy heart, the prophetess of woes, 
« Forebodes some ill at hand. To sooth my sadness, 
« Sing me the song which poor Olympia made, 
«« When false Berino left her. | 


«$ONG. 
&« Farewell, ungrateful traitor, 
« Farewell, my perjur d swain; ' 
e Let never injur d creature 
«© Believe a man again. 


« The pleasure of possessing : | 
« Surpasses all expressing, : | 


« But tis too Short a Blessing, | 
% And love too long à pain. 


% 7 easy to deceive us, 

« In pity of your pain; 

& But when we love you leave us 
« To rail at you in vain. 

« Before we have descry'd it, 

« There-is no bliss beside it; 

« But che that once has iry'd it, 80 
Will never love again. 


| « The passion you pretended, 
„Vat only to obtain; 
« But when the charm is ended, 
De charmer you diodain. . 
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| c Your love by ours WE meature, | | | 
& Fill aue have lost our treature; 
(c But dying is a pleasure, 
6e ben living is a pain— 


Re-enter NL 


7; or. Still She is here, and still I cannot speak; 
But wander, like some discontented ghost, 
That oft appears, but is forbid to talk. | [Going =_ 

2z. Oh, Torrismond, if you resolve my death, | 
You need no more but to go hence again ! 
Will you not speak? 
Tor. I cannot. 
2. Speak! Oh, speak ! | 
| Your anger would be kinder than your Silence. Tp 
« Tor. Oh! 
« Nu. Do not sigh, or tell me why you Sigh. oo 
* Ter. Why do live, ye powers ? 
% Q. Why do I live to hear you speak that word ? 
_* Some black-mouth'd villain has defam'd my virtue. 
% Tor. No, no! Pray, let me go. . 

e Que [ Kndeling. ] You shall not go. 
« By all the pleasures of our nuptial bed, 
ce If ever I was lov'd, though now I'm not, 
Buy all these true tears, which, from ——_— heart, 
% Bleed at my eyes 
* Tor, Rise. 

4 Q. I will never rise: 
« TI cannot chuse a better place to die. 

« Tor. Oh, I would speak, but cannot! | 

. "= [ Ricing.] Guilt keeps you silent then; 2 —— 

me not. . 
© What have I done? Ye powers ! what have I done, 
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« To see my youth, my beauty, and my love, 
«© No sooner gain'd, but slighted and betray'd ; 
« And like a rose just gather'd from the stalk, 
*« But only smelt, and cheaply thrown aside, 
{© To wither. on the ground? 120 
« Tor. For Heav'n's sake, madam, _—_— your passion. 
% Qu. Why nam'st thou Heav'n? There is no Heav'n 
| for me: | 
«© Despair, death, hell have seiz'd my tortur*d ma 
4 When I had rais'd his groveling fate from ground, .: 
«© To power and love, to empire and to me; 
«© When each embrace was dearer than the first; 
«© Then, then to be contemn'd { then, then thrown off ! 
« It calls me old, and wither'd, and deform'd, 
« And loathsome : Oh, what woman can bear loathsome ! _ 
6 The turtle flies not from his billing mate; 
«« He bills the closer: but ungrateful man, 
«© Base, barbarous man, the more we raise our love, 
The more we pall, and cool, and kill his ardour. 
« Racks, poisons, daggers, rid me of my life ; 
« And any death is welcome.“ 
Tor. Be witness, all ye powers that know my heart, 
I would have kept the fatal secret hid, | 
But she has conquer*d, to her ruin conquer'd. 
Here, take this paper; read our destinies: 
« Yet do not; but, in kindness to youre, | . 
8 ignorantly safe. 55 | _ Þ 
% Bu, No, give it me, þ 
Even though it be the sentence of my death. 
% Tor. Then see how much unhappy love has made us. 
„ Oh, Leonora! Oh! 
e We two were born when sullen planets * ; 
6 When each the other's influence oppos'd, 
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"4 And drew the stars to factions at our birth. 


6 Oh, better, better had it been for us, 
« That we had never seen, or never loy'd ! 
« Qu. There is no faith in Heav'n, if Heav'n says $0. 
« You dare not give it. 
% Tor. As unwillingly, 
« As I would reach out opium to a friend 
« Who lay in torture, and desir'd to die.” [Gives the paper. 
But, now you have it, spare my sight the pain 
Of seeing what a world of tears it costs you. 
Go, silently enjoy your part of grief, 
And share the sad inheritance with me. 
24. I have a thirsty fever in my soul; 160 


Give me but present ease, and let me die. 
' [Exennt _ and Tees. 


Enter 3 NZO. . 


Lor. Arm, arm, my lord, the city bands are up, 
Drums beating, colours flying, shouts confus*d, 
All clust'ring i in a heap, like swarming hives, 
And rising in a moment. 

Tor. Wit 0 a 
To punish „ and ee the king : 


IT was order'd sp. 


Lor. Then you're betray'd, my lord. 


k "Tis true, they block the castle kept by Bertran; ; 


But now they cry, down with the palace! fire it! 


Pull out th* usurping queen. 
Tor. The queen, Lorenzo ! durst they name the queen! 
Lor. If railing and reproaching be to name her. 
Tor. Oh, sacrilege! Say, quickly, who commands 


This vile blaspheming rout ? 


Lor. I'm loth to tell you; 
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But both our fathers thrust them headlong: on, 

And bear down all before them. | 
Tor. Death and hell! 180 

Somewhat must be resolv'd and speedily. 

- How say'st thou, my Lorenzo ? Dar'st thou be 

A friend, and once forget thou art a son, 

To help me save the queen? 

Lor. [ Aside.] Let me consider 
Bear arms against my father! He begat me; 

That's true : but for whose sake did he beget me ? 

For his own, sure enough; for me he knew not. 
Oh, but, says Conscience, fly in Nature's face! 

But how if Nature fly in my face first? 5 

Then Nature's the aggressor Let her look to't 

He gave me life, and he may take it back 

No, that's boy's play, say 1. 

"Tis policy for son and father to take different sides; 
For then lands and tenements commit no treason. | 
[To Tor.] Sir, upon mature consideration, I have found my 
father to be little better than a rebel; and therefore I'll do 
my best to secure him for your sake, in —_ you may se- 

cure him hereafter for my sake. 

Tor. Put on thy utmost speed to head the troops, 200 
Which every moment I expect t* arrive. | 
Proclaim me, as I am, the lawful king. 

I need not caution thee for Raymond's life, 
Though I no more must call him father now. | 
Tor. [ 4side.) How, not call him father! I see preferment 


alters a man strangely: this may serve me for a use of in- 


struction, to cast off my father, when I am great. Me- 
thought, too, he called himself the lawful king, intimating 
sweetly, that he knows what's what with our sovereign lady. 
Well, if I rout my father, as I hope in Heaven I shall, I am 
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in a fair way to be a prince of the blood Farewell, general; 
Ill bring up those that Shall ity what mettle there is in 


orange-tawny. Exit. 


Tor. [ At the dbor.] Hae, there, command the guards, | be 


all drawn up 
Before the palace gate. By Heaven, I'll face 
This tempest, and deserve the name of king. 
* Oh, Leonora, beauteous in thy crimes, | 
Never were hell and Heaven so match'd before 
* Look upward, fair, but as thou look'st on me; 
% Then all the bless'd will beg that thou may'st live, 


* And ev'n my father's ghost his death forgive.” [ Exit. 


SCENE I. 


« The 8 e and 7 rumpets niche; Emer Ra Y- 
«© MOND, ALPHONSO, PEDRO, and their Party. 


cc Ray. Now, valiant citizens, the time is come, 
* To show our courage, and your loyalty. 0-3 
% You haye à prince of Sancho's royal blood, | 
The darling of the Heav'ns, and joy of earth: 
*© Wherf he's produc'd, as soon he shall among you, 
* Speak, what will you adventure to re-seat him 
«« Upon his father's throne ? 

* Ones. Our lives and fortunes, 

« Ray. What then remains to perfect our success, 
« But o'er the tyrant's guards to force our me 
3 Oumet. Lead on, lead on. 

| 17 [Drums and nere on the . EY 

phe Enter Tor RISMOND EY his Party. As they are e going to 
fight, he speaks. | . 

* 7, or, [7+ o bis.) Hold, * W 


"HI 
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«& Ray. Retire, What means this pause? 
« Ped. Peace ; nature works within them. 
1 [Tor. and Raym. go apart. 
« Tor. How comes it, good old man, that we two meet 
. -< On these harsh terms? Thou very reverend rebel, 
Thou venerable traitor, in whose face 
« And hoary hairs treason is sanctified, 
« And sin's black dye seems blanch'd by age to virtue. 240 

* Ray. What treason is it to redeem my king, 
« And to reform the state? 
&«& Tor. That's a stale cheat; 
The primitive rebel, Lucifer, first us'd it, 
% And was the first reformer of the skies. 

« Ray. What! If I see my prince mistake a poleon, 
« Call it a cordial, am I then a traitor, 
« Because I hold his hand, or break the glass ? 

« Tor. How dar'st thou serve thy king against his will? 

e Ray. Because tis then the only time to serve him, 

« Tor. I take the blame of all upon 8 8990 
„Discharge thy weight on me. 
Ray. Oh, never, never! 

« Why, *tis to leave a ship toss'd in a tempest 
«« Without the pilot's care. 

« Tor, I'll punish thee, 
« By Heav'n, I will, as I would punish rebels 
«« Thou stubborn loyal man. | 


A 
* 


% Ray. First let me see | 

* Her punish'd; who misleads you from your Si 3... ab 
« Then burn me, hack me, hew me into pieces, 
« And I shall die well pleas'd. 

Tor. Proclaim my title, 

« To save th' effusion of my n blood, and thou shalt 
5 . 
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« Be as my foster-father, near my breast, | : 
And next my Leonora. 
« Ray. That word stabs me: 

% You shall be still plain Torrismond with me, 
« Th' abetter, partner, (if you like that name) 
“ The husband of a tyrant ; but no king, 

% Till you deserve that title by your justice. 
« Tor. Then, farewell pity ; I will be obey'd. 
* [To the people.] Hear, you mistaken men, whose loyalty 
« Runs headlong into treason ; see your prince; 
In me behold your murder'd Sancho's son: 
« -Dismiss your arms, and I forgive your crimes. _ . 
* Ray. Believe him not; he raves: his words are loose | 
« As heaps of sand, and scattering, wide from sense. 
% You see he knows not me, his natural father; FI 
5 But, aiming to possess th' usurping queen, ' 280 
* So high he's mounted in his airy hopes, 
That now the wind is got into his head, 
« And turns his brains to frenzy. 
For. Hear me yet; I am — 
« Ray. Fall on, and hear him not: 
« But spare his person for his father's sake. 
« Ped. Let me come; if he be man, I have that shall cure 
e him; there's not a surgeon in all Arragon has so much 
« dexterity as I have, at breathing of the £175, 43g 
« Tor. My right for me! ; 


« Ray. Our liberty for us! | | 
* Om. Liberty, liberty! [ 4s hey are ready to * 


— 


4 Enter LORENZO and his Party. 
« Lor. On forfeit of your lives, lay en your Arms. 
„ Alb. How, rebel! art thou there? 925 
„ . Take your rebel back again, father mine. The 


. 
1 
Tr 
i 
#10 
N 
1 
788 
F: i 
' 
i 
- 4 


＋8— * 


44 P. THE SPANISH FRYAR, | 101 


e beaten party are rebels to the conquerors. I have been at 
c hard-head with your butting citizens: I have routed your 

« herd; I have dispersed them; and now they are retreated 

«« quietly, from their extraordinary vocation of fighting in 

« the streets, to their ordinary vocation of cozening in their 

208 shops. | 310 

% Ter. [To Raym ] You see 'tis vain contending with the 
« truth. Acknowledge what I am. 
* Ray. You are my king; would you would be your 
own; | 

« But, by a fatal fondness, you betray 

« Your fame and glory to th' usurper's bed; 

« Enjoy the fruits of blood and parricide. 

Take your own crown from Leonora's gift, 

« And hug your father's murderer in your arms. 


Enter QUEEN, TERESA, and Woman. 


. Alpb. No more; behold the Queen. 

« Ray. Behold the basilisk of Torrismond, 
«« That kills him with her eyes. I will speak on. 
« My life is of no further use to me: 
«« I would have chaffer'd it before for yengeance ; 
«« Now let it go for failing. 

« Tor. LAuide.] My heart sinks in me while I hear him 


peak, 
« And every |slack*d fibre drops its hold, 
„Like nature letting down the Springs of life; 
«« 80 much the name of father awes me still. 
« Send off the crowd. For you, now I have conquer'd, 
« I can hear with honour your demands. 330 
« Lor. [To Alph. ] Now, sir, who proves the traitor? My 
e conscience if true to me; it always whispers right when I 
0 2 
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« have my regiment to back it. | 
« [ Exeunt all but Tor. 8 and Queen. 
Mins "Tar. Oh, Leonora ! what can love do more ? 
« T have oppos'd your ill fate to the utmost, 
« Combated Heav'n and earth to keep you mine; 
And yet, at last, that tyrant, Justice Oh. 
% Qu. Tis past, tis past, and love is ours no more. 
« Vet 1 3 not of the pow' rs above; 
1 They made m' a miser's feast of happiness, 340 
6 And could not furnish out another meal. 
« Now, by yon stars, by Heav'n, and earth, and men; 
«« By all my foes at once, I swear, my Torrismond, 
« That to have had you mine for one short day, 
“ Has cancell'd half my mighty sum ol: woes. 
« Say but you hate me not. 
« Tor. I cannot hate you. 
« Ray. Can you not! Say that once more, 
« That all the saints may witness it against you. 
« Qu. Cruel Raymond! 
« Can he not punish me, but he must hate? 
« Oh, *tis not justice, but a brutal rage, 
« Which hates th? offender's person with his crimes ! 
« I have enough to overwhelm one woman; N 
« To lose a crown and lover in a day. 
« Let pity lend a tear when rigour strikes. 
% Ray, Then, then you should have thought of tears and 
pity, ? 
« When virtue, majesty, and hoary age | 
«« Pleaded for Sancho's life. 359 
„% Qu. My future days shall be one whole bs, ; 
« A chapel will I build, with large endowment, 
« Where every day an hundred aged men 
« Shall all hold up their wither'd hands to Heay'n, 
1 8888 Sancho's death. 
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% Ter. See, Raymond, see, she makes a large amends. 
« Sancho is dead: no punishment of her 
« Can raise his cold stiff limbs from the dark grave; 
« Nor can his blessed soul look down from Heaven, 
Or break th' eternal sabbath of his rest, 
« To see, with joy, her miseries on earth. 

« Ray. Heaven may forgive a crime to penitence ;_ 
« For Heaven can judge if penitence be true ; | 
« But man, who knows not hearts, should make examples; 
«© Which, like a warning-piece must be shot off, 
« To fright the rest from crimes. 

« Q. Had I but known that Sancho was his father, 
« I would have pour'd a deluge of my blood, 155 
« To save one drop of his. 

« Tor, Mark that, inexorable Raymond; mark, 
« *Twas fatal ignorance that caus'd his death. 380 
„% Ray. What if she did not know he was your father? 

«© She knew he was a man, the best of men, 

Heaven's image double-stamp'd, as man and king. 

« Q. He was, he Was, ev'n more than n can say; 
c But yet mmm 

% Ray. But yet you barbarously murder'd him. 

«_ 24. He will not hear me out! 

& Tor. Was ever criminal forbid to plead ? 
& Curb your ill-manner'd zeal. 


10 


„Ray. Sing to him, syren; | 
« For I shall stop my ears. Now mince the sin, THT 
« And mollify damnation with a phrase . 


« Say, you consented not to Sancho's death; 
« But barely not forbade it. 

« Qu. Hard-hearted man! I yield my guilty cause 
« But all my guilt was caus'd by too much love, _ 
Had I for jealousy of empire sought 
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« Good Sancho's death, Sancho had dy'd before. 

« *Twas always in my power to take his life ; 

« But interest never could my conscience blind, 1000 
c Till love had cast a mist before my eyes, | 
« And made me think his death the only means 


«©. Which could secure my throne to Torrismond. 


% Tor. Never was fatal mischief meant so kind; 
« For all she gave has taken all away. 


«© Malicious pow'rs! is this to be restor'd ? 


« *Tijs to be worse depos'd than Sancho was. | 

« Ray. Heav'n has restor'd you, you depose yourself. 
Oh, when young kings begin with scorn of justice, 
« They make an omen to their after - reign, 
« And blot their annals in the foremost page ! 

% Tor. No more; lest you be made the first example,” 
« To show how I can punish. 

«© Ray. Onee again, 
© Let her be made your father's b 
« And after make me her's. 

% Ter. Condemn a wife! a 
« That were t' atone for parricide with murder. 
Kay. Then let her be divore'd : we'll be content 


« With that poor scanty justice. Let her part. 420 
& Tor. Divoree ! that's worse than death; tis death of 
love. 


% Q. The soul and body part not with such . 
« As I from you: but yet tis just, my lord: 

« I am th accurst of Heav'n, the hate of earth, 

« Your subjects“ detestation, and your ruin; 


% And therefore fix this doom upon myself. 


6% Tor. Heav'n! can you wish it? to be mine no more ? 
« Q. Yes, I can wish it, as the dearest proof, 


And last that I can make you of my love. 


2 
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« To leave you blest, I would be more accurst 
« Than death can make me; for death ends our woes, 
« And the kind grave shuts up the mournful scene: 
« But I would live without you; to be wretched.long, 
And hoard up every moment of my life, 
1 lengthen out the payment of my tears, 
« Till ev'n fierce Raymond at the last shall say, 
Now let her die, for she has griev'd enough. 
Tor. Hear this, hear this, thou tribune of the 8 
Thou zealous, public blood-hound, hear and melt. 439 
Ray [ Aside.] I could cry now, my eyes grow womanish, 
«« But yet my heart holds out. | 
* Q. Some solitary cloyster will I chuse, 
« And there with holy virgins live immur'd : 
«« Coarse my attire, and short shall be my sleep, 
« Broke by the melancholy midnight bell: 
« Now, Raymond, now be satisfy'd at last, 
« Fasting, and tears, and penitence, and prayer, 
« Shall do dead Sancho justice every hour, 
« Ray. [ Aside,] By your leave, manhood! [Wipes his eyes. 
Tor. He weeps, now he is vanquish'd. | 
% Ray. No; 'tis a salt rheum that scalds my eyes. 
* Qu, If he were vanquish'd, I am still unconquer'd, 
% Pl leave you in the height of all my love, 
« Ev'n when my heart is beating out its way, 
And struggles ta you most. 
« Farewell; a last farewell! my dear, dear Lord, 
Remember me; speak, Raymond, will you let him? 
Shall he remember Leonora's love, x 
% And shed a parting tear to her misfortunes ? - 459 
Ray. ¶ Almost crying.] Ves, yes, he shall; pray go. 
Ter. Now, by my soul, she shall not go: why, Raymond, 
"0s Her every tear is worth a father's life; 
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«« Come to my arms; come, my fair penitent, 
« Let us not think what future ills may fall, 
« But drink deep e of love, and lose them all. 
[ Exit Tor. with the Queen, 
6 Ray. No matter yet, he has my hook within him. 
«© Now let him frisk and flounce, and run and roll, 
% And think to break his hold: he toils in vain. 
« This love, the bait he gorg'd so greedily, 
« Will make him sick, and then I have him sure. 470 


| Enter ALYHONSO and PEDRO. | 

« . A]/ph. Brother, there's news from Bertran ; hs: desire | 
« Admittance to the King, and cries aloud, 
« This day shall end our fears of civil war; 
« For his safe conduct he entreats your presence, 
« And begs you will be speedy. 

« Ray. Though I loath | 
of The won” 8 eight, Pll go: rr us here.“ [ Exeunt. 


= e Dominick, with Officers, to make the 
stage as full as possible. 


Ped. Why, how now, Gomez; what makest thou here 
with a whole brotherhood of city-bailiffs ? Why thou lookest 
like Adam in Paradise, with his guard of beasts about him. 

Com. Ay, and a man hath need of them, Don Pedro; for 
here are the two old seducers, a wife and a priest, that's Eve 
and the serpent, at my elbow. 

Dom. Take notice how uncharitably he talks of church- 
men. N 
Som. 854 you are a charitable W my wite 

cried out fire, fire : and you brought out your church wrt 
and called for e to "we W it. 


es. — —— a 


Ad V. THE SPANISH FRYAR, : 107 
Alph. I am sorry you are come hither to accuse your 

wife ; her education has been virtuous, her nature mild and 

easy. | 

Som. Ves; she's easy with a vengeance, there s a certain 

: colonel has found her $0. 

Alph. She came a spotless virgin to your bed. 

Gem. And she's a spotless virgin still for me—she's never 
the worse for my wearing, I'll take my oath on*t: I have 
lived with her with all the innocence of a man of threescore ; 
like a peaceable bedfellow as I am. 

 Elv. Indeed, sir, I have no reason to complain of him for 
Aubing of my sleep. | 500 

Dom. A fine commendation you have given yourself; the 
church did not marry you for that. 5 

Ped. Come, come, your grievances, your grievances. 

Dom. Why, noble sir, I'll tell you. ä 

Gom. Peace, fryar! and let me speak first. I am the white: 
tiff. Sure you think you are in the n where you preach 
by hours. 

Dom. And you edify wt minutes. 

Gom. Where you make doctrines for the people, and uses 
and applications for yourselves. 

Ped. Gomez, give way to the old gentleman in black. 
Com. No! the t'other old gentleman in black shall take 
me if I do; I will speak first; nay, I will, fryar, for all your 
verbum sacerdotis, I'll speak truth in few words, and then you 
may come afterwards and lie by the clock, as you use to do- 
for, let me tell you, gentlemen, he shall lie and forswear 
himself with any fryar in all Spain; that's a bold word now. 

Dom. Let him alone; let him alone; I shall fetch him 
back with a circum-bendibus, I warrant him. 519 

Alph. Well, what have you to * n = wife, 
Gomez? 
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Com. Why, I say, in the first place, that I and all men are 
married for our sins, and that our wives are a judgment; 
that a bachelor-cobler is a happier man than a prince in wed- 
lock ; that we are all visited with a houshold plague, and, 
« Lord have mercy upon us” should be written on all our 
doors. 

Dom. Now he reviles marriage, which i is one of the seven 
blessed sacraments. 529 

Gom. *Tis liker one of the seven 3 sins: but make 
your best on't, I care not; tis but binding a man neck and 
heels for all that! But, as for my wife, that crocodile of 
Nilus, she has wickedly and traiterously conspir'd the cuck- 
oldom of me her anointed sovereign lord; and with the help 
of the aforesaid fryar, whom Heaven confound, and with the 
limbs of one colonel Hernando, cuckold maker of this city, 
devilisbly contrived to steal herself away, and under her arm 
' feloniously to bear one casket of diamonds, pearls, and other 
jewels, to the value of thirty thousand pistoles. Guilty, „ 
not guilty ; how sayest thou, culprit? | 

Dom. False and scandalous ! Give me the book. I'll take 
my corporal oath OR _ every particular of this 
charge. | | 

Elo. And id will I. | ; 

Dom. As I was walking in the streets, 3 my a 
and praying to myself, according to my usual custom, 1 
heard a foul out- cry before Gomez's portal; and his wife, 
my penitent, making doleful lamentations ; thereupon, mak- 
ing what haste my limbs would suffer me, that are crimpled 
with often kneeling, I saw him spurning and fisting her most 
unmercifully ; whereupon, using Christian arguments with 
him to desist, he fell violently upon me, without respect to 
my sacerdotal orders, pushed me from him, and turned me 
about with a finger and a thanks just as a man would set up 
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a top. Mercy, quoth J. Damme, quoth he. And still 
continued labouring me, till a good- minded colonel came by, 
whom, as Heaven shall save me, I had never seen before. 

Gom. Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord! 

Dom. Aye, and, Oh, lady! Oh, lady too! I rellbably my 
_ oath, I had never seen him. Well, this noble colonel, like 
a true gentleman, was for taking the weaker part you may be 
Sure—whereupon this Gomez flew upon him like a dragon, 
got him down, the devil being strong in him, and gave him 
bastinado upon bastinado, and buffet upon buffet, which the 
poor meek colonel, being prostrate, suffered with a most 
Christian patience. 

Gom. Who? he meek? I'm sure I quake at the very 
thought of him; why, he's as fierce as Rhodomont; he made 
assault and battery upon my person, beat me into all the co- 
lours of the rainbow; and every word this abominable priest 
has uttered is as false as the Alcoran. But if you want a 
thorough-paced liar, that will swear through thick and thin, 
commend me to a * 6 


FOE Low ENZO, wwho comes behind the Company, and standi at 
5 Bis Father's back unseen, over against Gon EZ. 


Lor. ¶ As:de.] How now! What's here to do? My cause a 
trying, as I live, and that before my own father: now four- 
score take him for an old bawdy magistrate, that stands 
te like the picture of madam justice, with a pair of scales in 
« his hand, to weigh lechery by ounces.“ 
Alph. Well—but all this while, who is this Colonel Her- 
nando 7 | | 580 
Gem. He's the first begotten of Beelzebub, with a fs as 
terrible as Demogorgon. [Lorenzo peeps over Alphonso's 
head, and 5tares at Gomez.] No; I lie, I lie; he's a very pro- 
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per handsome fellow! well 3 and clean shaped, 
with a face like a cherubine. 
Ped. What, backward and forward. Gomez, dost thou 
2 counter? 
Ausb. Had this colonel any former design upon your: wife ? 
for, if that be proved, you shall have justice. 
Cam. ¶ Acide.] Now I dare speak; let him look as dread- 
ful as he will. I say, sir, and will prove it, that he had a 
| lewd design upon her body, and attempted to corrupt her 
honesty. [Lorenzo lifts up his fist clenched at him.] I confess, 
my wife was as willing as himself; and, I believe, 'twas she 
corrupted him; for I have known him formerly, a — civil 
up modest person. . 
Ev. You see, sir, he contradies wre at every word: 
5 he's plainly mad. | 
Aub. Speak boldly, man 3 what FE: wilt stand 
by: did he strike thee? 600 
Sen. I will speak boldly: he struck me on the ford ——— 
my own threshold, that the very walls eried shame on him. 
[Lorenzo holds up again.] Tis true, I gave him provoca- 
tion, for the man's as peaceahle a n as any is in all 
* 5 
4 the truth comes out, in epite of him. 
Ig I believe the fryar has bewitched him. | 
Al.. For = at I see no ha. fag has boon offered 
him. 
. Gem. How! no 3 rd ravished me with the 
help of two soldiers, carried me away wi & armis, and would 
have put me into. 2 plot against the government. [Lorenzo 
holds up again.] I confess, I never could endure the govern- 
ment, because it was tyrannical : but my sides and shoulders 
are black and blue, as I can strip and shew the marks of 
them. [Lorenzo again.] But that r too by à fall 
chat 1 [got yesterday upon the pebbles. [Al laugh. 
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Dom. Fresh straw, and a dark chamber: a most manifest 
judgment; there never comes better of railing against the 
church. | 620 

Gom. Why, what will you have me 27 7 I think you'll 
make me mad: truth has been at my tongue's end this half 
hour, and I have not power to bring it out, for fear of this 
| bloody-minded colonel. | 

Alob. What colonel ? | 
Cam. Why, my colonel: I mean my wife's ao that 
appears there to me like my malus genius, and terrifies me. 

Alpb. [Turning.) Now you are mad indeed, Gomez; this 
is my son Lorenzo. | 

Gom. How? Your son Lorenzo? It i is impossible, 

Ausb. As true as your wife Elvira is my daughter. 

Lor. What, have I taken all this pains about a sister? 

Gem. No, you have taken some about me: I am sure, if 
you are her brother, my sides can shew the tokens of our 


alliance, 


Alph. [To Lor.] You know 1 put your sister info a nun- 


nery, with a strict command not to see you, for fear you 
Should have wrought upon her to have taken the habit, 
which was never my intention; and, consequently, I married 
her without your knowledge; that it might not be in your 
power to prevent it. | ; 641 
Elo. You see, brother, I had a natural affection to you. 

Lor. What a delicious harlot have I lost! Now, pox upon 
me, for being so near a-kin to thee. 8 

Elv. However, we are both beholden to fryar Dominick, 
« the church is an ante n she never fails to do 
« her part.“ 

Dom. Heaven] what will become of me? 

Gom. Why you are not alike to trouble Heaven; those fat 
| Cuts were never made for Ng 
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Lor. I shall make bold to disburden him of my hundred 
pistoles, to make him the lighter for his journey; indeed 
*tis partly out of conscience that J may not be accessary to 
his breaking his vow of poverty. 

Alpb. I have no secular power to reward the pains you 


have taken with my daughter: but I shall do it by proxy, 


fryar : your bishop's my friend, and *tis too Honents to let 


such as you infect a cloyster. 


Gom. Aye, do, father-in-law, let him "x atripped of his ha- 


bit, and disordered—I would fain see him walk in quirpo, 


like a cased rabbit, without his holy furr upon his back, that | 


tlie world may once behold the inside of a fryar. 


% Dem. Farewell, kind gentlemen: I give you all my 
ee blessing before I go. May your sisters, wives and daugh- - 
« ters, be so naturally lewd, that they may have no oecasion 


« for « devil to tempt, or a fryar to pimp for them.” 


Exit, with a rabble pusbing him. 


© | 
Enter TorRIisMoND, LeoNORA, ieee RAYMOND, © 9; 
| * R ESA, Oc. 


= or. He lives! he lives! my royal father lives ! 


Let every one partake the general joy. 


Some angel with a golden trumpet sound, e 
King Sancho lives! and let the echoing skies, 670 


From pole to pole resound, king Sancho lives 


Oh, Bertran! Oh, no more my foe, but brother: 
One act like this blots out a thousand crimes. 

Bert. Bad men, when 'tis their interest, may do good: 
I must confess, I counsel'd Sancho's murder; 


And urg' d the queen by specious arguments; 


But still, suspecting that her love was chang'd, 
I spread abroad the rumour of his death, 
To Sound the very soul of her designs: 8 
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Th? event you know was answering to my fears: 
She threw the odium of the fact on me, 
And publicly avow'd her love for you. 
Ray. Heaven guided all to save the innocent. 
« Bert. I plead no merit, but a bare forgiveness. 
Tor. Not only that, but favour : Sancho's life, 
Whether by virtue or design preserv'd, 
Claims all within my power. 
24. My prayers are heard; 
And I have nothing farther to desire, 
But Sancho's leave to authorize our marriage. 
Tor. Oh, fear not him ! pity and he are one ; 
So merciful a king did never live ; 
Loth to revenge, and easy to forgive: 
But let the bold conspirator beware, 
For Heaven makes princes its peculiar care. 
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EPILOGUE. 


BY A PRIEND OF THE AUTHOR. 


THERE": none, I'm cure, who is a friend to bove, 
But will our fryar*s character approve © 
The ablest spark among you sometimes needs 


Such pious helps, for charitable deeds. 


Our church, alas ] (as Rome objefs ) does want 


 These ghostly comforts for the falling saint : 


This gains them their æubore- converts, and may be 
One reason of the growth of Popery. 1 


'} So Mahomet's religion came in fabion, 


By the large leave it gave to fornication. 
Fear not the guilt, if you can pay for't well; 
There is no Dives in the Roman hell. 


| Galy 2gens the arrait gate, and lets him in: 


But want of money is a mortal in, 


For all Besides you may discount to Heaven, 


And drop a bead to keep the tallies. even. 


| How are men cozet'd mill with «hows of good ! 
| The bawd's bes mark is thi grave fryar”'s hood. 


Though vice no more a tleygyman displeases, 
Than doctors can be thought to hate dizeases, 


7 by your living ill, that they live well, 


By your debauches their fat paunches well. 
Ti a mock war between the priest and devil; 


When they think fit, they can be very civil. 


As some, who did French counsels most advance, 
To blind the world, have W in print at France. 
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Thus do the clergy at your vices bawl, 


| That with more ease they may engross them all. 


By damning yours, they do their own maintain, 
A churchman's godliness is always gain. 
Hence to their prince they will superior be; 
And civil treason grows church loyalty : 


T hey boast the gift of Heaven is in their power 3 


Well may they give the god they can devour. 


Still to the nici and dead their claims they lay, 


For tis on carrion that the vermin prey. 
Nor have they less dominion on our lift, 
T hey trot the husband, and they pace the wife. 


Nauxe up, you cuckolds of the northern climes, © 


And learn from Sweden to prevent such crimes. 


| Unman the fryar, and leave the holy drone 


To hum in his forsaken hive alone ; 


He'll work no honey when his ating is gone. 
Your wives and daughters oom will os - cells, 


] ben they have lot the round of Aaron's 
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GLOVER. 


Tus author of this play, was bred a merchant, and dis- 

tinguished himself much in that character yet in for- 

tune he made no advances towards affluence. He was a 

patriot of the most independent cast, and scorning to 

bind himself about — one political party, was by all 
alike neglected. 


However, there is a fame not resulting from 80 pe- 
rishable a means as the contention of parties, which it 
is alike out of their power to confer or to take away 
that fame will long flourish around the name of GLover | 
—he was a Pokr. : 


His Lzoxn1Das has been illustrated by the learned 
commentaries of Dr. PEMBERTON, in a volume which, 
perhaps, best unfolds the 9 of verse. 


Mr. GLover was hs avithor of two plays, both per- 
formed with much applause. 


1 Boadicea. 2 Medea. 


He had also nn, a second part of the latter, not 
E performed. 
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BOADICEA 
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sion. 


* x + 


events well arranged. 


Has more poetic than histrionic powers—The descriptive 
passages are extremely 1 there is __ scope for pas- 


It has been well observed by a venerable Prelate, that 
those universal robhers, the Romans, are treated in this piece 
with too much respect: - the observation from the same au- 
thority is also just respecting the languor of the three first 
acts—the last act is bold, fine, animated diction, and the 


PROLOGUE. 


BESIDE his native Thames our poet long 
Hath hung his silent harp, and husb'd his song. 
Kind Commerce whisper'd, © See my blissful atate, 
And to no miler but mine resign thy fate} 
Beneath the pregnant branches reit a while, 
Which by my eulture spread this favour'd ile; 
On that fair tree the fruits of ev ry coat, 

All which the Ganges and the Volga boast, 

All wohich the sun's Iuxuriant beam gupplies, 
Or slowly ripens under frozen skies, 

In mix'd variety of growth arise. 

T he copious leaves beneficence di fuse, 

Which on affliion drops restoring dews, 

And birds of hope among the haded sprays, 

T une with enchantment their alluring lays, 

To cheer desfondence and th* inactive raise. 
Rest here, be cry d, and smiling time again 
May string the lyre, and I approve the strain. 
At length his muse from exile he recalls, 

Urg'd by his patrons in Augusta's walls, 

Those gen'rous traders, who alike $ustain 

Their nation's glory on th obedient main, 
And bounteous raise afflickion's drooping train; 
They, whe benignant to his toils afford 

Their shelt* ring favour, have his muse restor d. 
They in her future fame will justly share, 

But her disgrace herself must singly bear; 

Calm hours of learngd leisure they have giv'n, 
And could no more, for genius is from Heav'n. 
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To open now her long-hid roll 5he tries, 
Where vary d forms of pictur d passions rice. 
EFNevenge and pride their furies first unfold, 

By artless virtue fatally controlÞd. 

Scenes, wrought with gentler pencils, then succeed, 
Where love persuades a faithful wife to bleed; 
Where, join'd to public cares, domestic coe 

I seen from manly fortitude to flow. © 8 
But if her colours mock the candid eye J 
By spurious tincts, unmix d with Natures dye, 
Le friendly hands, restrain your fruitless aid, 
And with just censure let her labours fade. 
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Dramatis Personae, 
_ DRURY- LANE, 

; Men. 
DumMNorIx „ —W»ů% „ 7§Gͤ8˙ !A é Garrick, 
TznanTIvVs - » Mr. Burton. +» 
EBrancus - - - - - - - +» Mr, Mozeens 
Framinius s Mr. Havard. 
ZENOBARBUs s „Mr. Mossop. 
Boa DbIc EA AAV Mrs. Pritchard. 
Vanpeia - Ms. Cibber, 

Roman Ambassador, Icenians, and Trinokantians, 
Scan, the British Camp before the Tent of Dumnorix, 
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Boavicza, Dumnorix, Tcenians, Dekane, and Roman 


Ambassador. 


Roman Ambarcador. 
Suzrons, leader of the Roman arms, 
With gentlest greetings to th' Icenian queen, 
And Dumnorix, the Trinobantian chief, 
Sends health, and proffers friendship. Let the wrongs, 
The mutual wrongs sustain'd by Rome and Britain 
Boad. May stern Andate, war's victorious ne 
Again resign me to your impious rage, 
If &er I blot my suff'rings from remembrance; 
If &er relenting mercy cool my vengeance, 
Till I have driv'n you to our utmost shores, 
And cast your legions on the crimson'd beach. 
our costly dwellings shall be sunk in ashes, 
Your fields be ravag*d, your aspiring 8 
O'erturn'd and levelled to the meanest shrub; 
Your gasping matrons, and your children's blood, 
With mingled streams, shall dye the British wont 
hos captive warriors, victims at our altars, 


P een CA Bethe 6 At. 4 
— 


d PPP 


E534 & 484 * 


n 


Ws 32 


n : = 
— 1g, is K th et = tence ee AY 6 
4 7 1 * 


—— ——— 9 — K 

— . FR" 

"Ot e eee 
— 


Our priests you butcher'd, and our hoary elders; 
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Shall crowd each temple's spacious round with death; 

Else may each pow'r, to whom the Druids bend, | 

Annul my hopes of conquest and revenge ! 20, 
Dum. [To the Ambassagor.) You come to offer terms. 

Stand forth and answer. 

Did not Prasutagus, her dying lord, 

On your insatiate emperor bestow 

Half of his rich possessions, vainly deeming 5 

The rest might pass unpillag'd to his children? 

What did ye then, ye savage sons of rapine ? 

You seiz'd the whole inheritance by force, 

Laid waste our cities; with the servile scourge . 

Disgrac'd a royal matron; you deflower'd 30 

Her spotless daughters, stole our noblest youth 

To serve your pride and luxury in Rome; f 


——. 


Profan'd our altars, our religious groves, 

And the base image of your Cæsar thrust 

Among the gods of Britain; and, by Heav'n! 

Do you repair to these victorious tents, | 

With proffer'd peace and friendship? 
Rom. Am. Ves, to treat, | 5 

As faith, benevolence, and justice didate. 0 1 ,4:40-: 
Dum. How shall we treat with those, whose impious hands ; 


Have rent the sacred bands of mutual trust? _ 
How shall we treat with those, whose stony hearts 


Compassion cannot melt, nor shame control, 
Nor justice awe, nor piety restrain, 


Nor kindness win, nor gratitude can bind? 


Rom. Am. Thou art a stranger to our general's virtues. 


No pillager, like Catus, but a soldier, 


To calm and sober discipline inur'd, 4. 
He would redress, not widen your complaints. 50 
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Dum. Can he restore the violated maid 
To her untainted purity and fame? 
Can he persuade inexorable death 
To yield our slaughter'd elders from the grave ? 
No, nor by soothing tales elude our Vengeance. 
Rom. Am. Yet hear us calmly, ere from yonder hills 
| You call the legions of imperial Rome, | 
And wake her eagles, which would sleep in peace. 

. Boad. Begone, and bear defiance to your legions. 
Tell them, I come, that Boadicea comes, 60 
Fierce with her wrongs, and terrible in vengeance, 28 
To roll her chariot o'er their firmest ranks, | 
To mix their soaring eagles with the dust, 

And spurn their pride beneath her horses' hoofs. 

Rom. Am. Then be prepar'd for war. 

Boad, We are prepar'd. | 
Come from your hills, ye fugitive remains 
Of shatter'd cohorts, by their fear preserv'd. 
Th' embattled nations of our peopled isle, Es 
Yet fresh from seventy thousand slaughter'd Romans, 70 
Shall add yon refuse to the purpled heap. 
And yet amid triumphant desolation, 
Though flames each Roman colony devour, 
Though each distracted matron view her infant 
' Grasp with its tender hands the piercing spear, 

Though your grey fathers to the falchion's edge 
Each feeble head surrender, my revenge | = 
Will pine unsated, and my greatness want _ : Eon 
mem proportion'd to a queen's disgrace. | 84% 1 
[ Go, and report this answer to Suetonius : - 80 

Tk #508 have parents? sighs, the cries of orphans, FR 
And tears of widows, signaliz'd your sway, EE 
Since your ambitious Julius first advanc'd „„ 
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Hlis murd'rous standard on our peaceful shores. 
At length, unfetter'd from his patient sloth, "I 


The British genius lifts his pond'rous hands, 
To hurl with ruin his collected wrath, 


For all the wrongs a century hath borne, 


In one black period, on the Roman race. | 
Rom. Am. Yet ere we part, your price of ransom name 90 


For the two captive Romans. 


Boad. Not the wealth 
Which loads the palaces of 6 ns Reon 
Shall bribe my fury. Hence, and tell your legions, 
The hungry ravens, which inhabit-round 
The chalky cliffs of Albion, shall assemble | 
To feast upon the limbs of these your captains,” 3 ER 
Shall riot in the gore of Roman chiefs, 5 


These masters of the Wente Produce the pris'ners. 


\} 


[To « an Hana, | 


FTunter * and ae in Chains. 
- Boad, Sey. if thou at and see our vittinis fall. 160 
9. = {To the Ambatsador. 
ib. 1425 BoadicesJ Dain not on me thy ery eyes, 
barbarian E599 


| Vain are thy efforts to dismay a Altai 

Life is become unworthy of my care; 

And these vile limbs by galling chains dixhonour'd, f 465 £2 
I give most freely to the wolves and the. 


Rom. Am. Mistaken queen! The agg = not vant 


These instigations, nor thy proud defiance” 


t your numbers in the vale belo m. 


| | Eb, [To the Anibas.] Then mherefore den chou ger 


here in'vain? 


I benen us to Suetonius; bid him rraight 65 120% pig 
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Arrange his conquering legions in the field, 
There teach these rash barbarians to repent | 
Of their disdain, and wish for peace too late. ; a 
Rom. Am. [To the pri toners.] Ves, to Suetonius and the 
75 Roman camp 
These heavy commendations will we bear: 
That, for two gallant countrymen, our love 
And indignation at their fate may sharpen 
Each weapon's point, and strengthen ev'ry nerve, N 
Till humbled Britain have appeas'd their shades. [ Exit. 
Huob. Come, let us know our fate. 120 
' Boad. Prepare for death. | v0 | 
Hnob. Then cease to loiter, savage. | 
Dum. [To ZAnob.] Now, by Heaven, „ 
Wert thou no Roman, I could save and love thee. | | 
That dauntless spirit in another breast, 
And in a blameless cause, were truly noble, 
But shews in thee the murderer and ruffian. 
Eunob. Thy hate or favour are alike to me. 
Flam. [To Dum. ] May I demand, illustrious Trinobane | 
tian, ; 
Why must we fall, because uncertain war | 11.4 5: Ald 
Hath made us captives ? 
Dum. If in open battle, 
With gen'rous valour to have fac'd. our arms, 72 
Mere all our charge against thee, thou might'st W WMW ö˖ö˙ 21 8 id 
Secure of life ; but leading thee to die | | * 5200 
Is execution on a general robber. | 4 | 
Ausb. [To Flam.] And dost thou eh an 0 the "CRE 
barbarians ? E — © 
Ham. [To Dum.] Though our . countrymen | 
| have drawn : 
Your just resentment, we are guiltless both. 
| © 
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A Roman plead desert with Boadicea ! 


14. '  BOADICEA. _ Ad I. 


Boad. [To Na: 7: 80 are ten thousand e whom the 
name, | 149 
The single name of Roman Shall eus dee 
Like thee, to perish by th' unsparing sword. 
Flam. Vet more than guiltless, we may plead desert 
With Boadicea. 
Boad. Insolent pretension ! 


* 


This shall enlarge the portion of thy suff' rings; 
For this not only shall thy blood embrue 
Andate's shrine, but torture shall be added, 


And fury wanton in thy various pains. 150 
Anob. [To Boad.] Produce thy tortures; them and thee 
We scorn. 


Ten. Fall back with rev'rence, Teiaohancicn Soldiers, 
nd who advances from your e tent. 


8 VENUSIA. 


Ven. Victorious sister, may th' unresting labour 
Of fortune weave new honours to adorn thee, 
And Dumnorix, thy colleague, and my lord. 

But if: amid these warlike consultations, i 
Ere yet the order'd pomp of battle moves, 
A supplicating sound may reach thy ear, 


Stoop from thy glagy to an act of mercy. 160 


Thy doom pronounc'd on these unhappy . N 
Bead. Ha 
Ven. Their deservings, and thy 4 ghter's pray'r, 
Mix'd with my own compassion, from the tent 


Have call'd me forth a suitor to thy pity, 


That thou wouldst hear and spare them. 
' Boad. Spare these captives ! 
Dun. Why this request, Venusia ? 


ö 


Ad I. | BOADICEA, | 15 


Jen. Give them hearing: 


They can unfold a story which demands 170 
Vour whole attention. | : | 
Dum. Let us hear. Proceed. 2 Flam, 


Flam. The Romans? late injustice we abhorr'd, 


Nor join'd the band of spoilers. In that season 


We chanc'd one day to wander through the forest 
Which parts our confines from the? Icenian land, 
We found a beauteous virgin in our way. 
Boad. Wretch! dost thou hope to barter with our sister 
For thy base life ? 
Flam. I fear not death, Oh, queen ! 180 


But dread dishonour ev'n among my foes. 


Hnob. Death is thy terror; reason else would teach thee, 
No gratitude with cruelty can dwell. 

Flam. Deep in that wood we met the lovely maid, 
Chas'd by a brutal soldier. At our threats 
He soon retreated. To our home we led her, 
From insult guarded, sent her back with honour : 
Nor was she less than Boadicea's daughter. 

Ven. Now, dearest sister, whose successful standard 


Not valour more than equity upholds; Md. : . by 


And thou, my husband, who dost rise in arms, 


Oppressive deeds in others to chastise, 


From your own guiding justice will you stray, 
And blend deservers with the herd of guilt ? 
Dum. And are you Romans? Yes, we will, Venusia, 
Repay their worthy deed. Strike off their fetters. 
Boad. What do I hear! A British chief's command! 
Whoe'er unchains a Roman, on mankind | | 
Lets loose oppression, insolence and rapine, 


115 Sets treason, falsehood, vice, and murder free. 377 520d 


Ven. Yet these presery'd thy Emmeline from shame. 


þ * : : 
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Boad. Not less the victim of eternal shame 

Was she conducted to their hateful mansion. 

To guard her honour, and be less than ruffians, 

Had been repugnant to their name and race; 

But fear of me compell'd them to release her. 

Then shall two Romans, nurs'd in fraud and falsehood, 

From childhood train'd to each flagitious deed, 

By colour'd pleas to shun the fate they merit, 

Here find regard against the thousand mouths - 310. 

Of Boadicea's suff rings? No, this moment | 

Shall they expire in torture. 

Fen. Vet reflect; 1 

Of all the paths which lead to human bliss, 

The most secure and grateful to our steps 

With mercy and humanity is mark'd. 

The sweet · tongu'd rumour of a gracious deed 28 

Can charm from hostile hands th- "_ blade, 

The gall of anger into milk transform, 

And dress the brows of enmity in smiles. 1 220 
Boad. Still dost thou dare, Venusia | | 

Dum. Gently, sister: 

And, trust me, these resemble virtuous men. 

Boa. Was I not virtuous, whom the Romans lash'd? 

Were not my violated children virtuous ?— 

Bear them this instant to the fiercest rack : 

And, while their trembling limbs are strain'd with torture, 

ile, through the cruel agony of pain, | 


be 2 bloody drops bedew their shiv'ring cheeks, 


Tell them how gentle are the pangs they feel, 230 
To those the soul of Boadicea prov'd, . 
When Roman rage her naked limbs expos'd, | 
And mark' d her flesh with ever-during shame. 

Dam. ¶ To the Britons.) Withhold your hand, 


AX IT. | BOADICEA, 17 
Boad. What means the Trinobantian ? 
Dum. To save thy benefactors, and proclaim, 
Whate' er by valour we extort from fortune, 
We yet deserve by justice. 
% Boad. To contend 
ze With Boadicea, and protect her foes, 240 
«© Did she awaken thy ignoble sloth, 
« Which else without resentment of thy wrongs 
«© Had slept obscure at home? 
% Dum. Forbear ! be calm. 
| © Bead. Yes, under bondage thou hadst tamely bow'd, 
ce Had not I fir'd thy slow, inactive soul. 
« Dum. Not with unbridled passion, I confess, 
I wield the sword and mount the warlike car. 
« With careful eyes I view'd our suff ring isle, 
« And meditated calmly to avenge her. 250 
* Unmov'd by rage, my soul mgintains her purpose 
« Through one unalter'd course; and oft before 
% As I have guided thy unruly spirit, 
Against its wildness will I now protect thee, 
« And from a base, inhuman action save thee.“ 
Bead. Thy boasted calmness is the child of fear; 
Thou tremblest to exasperate the foe. 
Well was it, Britons, i in our former conquests, 
That I presided o'er the scene of slaughter ; | 
Else had those thousands of the Roman youth, 260 © 
Whose bodies lie extended on our fields, | 7 
Stood at this hour a threat ning host against you. | 
Come, then, ye warriors, follow your conductress, 
And drag these slaves to death. ; 
Dum. They will not move, 


/  Fix'd with amazement at thy matchless FELL | 


Do thou revere these warriors, who with scorn 
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Observe thy folly. | 
Yen. Husband, sister, hear! 2 
Oh, if my humbled voice, my prostrate limbs, 270 
If tears and sighs of anguish, may atone 
For this pernicious discord I have rais'd 
Boad. To Ven. ] Hence with thy despicable sighs and tears. 
And thou, presumptuous, what invidious power, [7 Dum. 
Foe to thy safety, animates thy pride 
Still to contend with Boadicea's wrath ? - | 
Dum. No, by Andate, I contend not with thee. 
At this important season, when the soldier 
Thirsts for the conflict, it would ill become me 
Jo trifle here in discord with a woman. 2.0 
Nay, do not swell that haughty breast in vain: 
When once the sacred evidence of justice 
Tluminates my bosom, on a rock, ; | 
Which neither tears can soften, nor the gusts 
Of passion move, my resolution stands. | 
Boad. Now Heav'n fulfil my curses on thy head! 
May ev'ry purpose of thy soul be frustrate, | 
May infamy and ruin overtake thee, | 
May base captivity and chains o'erwhelm thee, 
May shamefu crimson from thy shoulders start, 290 
Like mine, dishonour'd with a servile scourge ! 
With pain all shiv'ring, and thy flesh contracting, 
Low may'st thou crouch beneath th- expected stroke, 
Ev'n from the hands thou sav'st! 
Ten. Alas, great Princess! 15 
Divert this wrath against th' impending foe, 
Whose formidable ranks will soon descend 
From yonder hill. | 
Boad. [To the Britons.] Un grateful and perfidious ! 
Now would I draw my spirit from your camp, 300 
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Leave you with him defenceless and expos'd ; ; 
Then should your shatter*d chariots be o '*erthrown, 
Your jav'lins broken, and in hasty flight | 
Far from your trembling hands the buckler cast, 
Did not th” insatiate thirst which burns my soul 
To empty ev'ry vein of Roman blood 
Protect you, traitors, from my indignation. 
But, by th* ensanguin'd altars of Andate, p 
Thou, Dumnorix, be sure, shalt rue this day; 309 
For thou, henceforward, art to me a Roman. [ Exit, 
| Yen. Oh, Dumnorix! 
„ not this frantic woman 
Grieve thy mild nature Romans, cease to fear. 
These are my tents; retire in safety thither. 
[ Exeunt Flam. and Enob. 
Do thou go forth this instant and command [To "Tents 
Each ardent youth to gird his falchion round him, 
His pond'rous spear to loosen from the turf, 
And brace the target firmly on his arm. 
His car let ev*ry charioteer prepare, 


His warlike seat each combatant assume, | 320 
That ev'ry banner may in battle wave, KY 4 
Ere the sun reaches his meridian height. [Exit Tenan. 


Ven. My lord and husband! 
Dum. Wherefore dost thou hold me, 
And in my passage thy endearments plant ? 
I must prepare this moment to confront + 
The foul and ghastly face of cruel wur: 
And, by the gods, I rather court at present 
That shape of horror than thy beauteous form. 
Then go, thou dear intruder, and remove 330 
Thy softness from me. | 
Vin. I will stay no longer 
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Long have I known thy valour skill'd to throw 


This day excepted 3; now my weakness governs, 


As terrible; or falls the Roman sword 


Than brave Tenantius hath perform'd thy orders. 


The rapid dart, and lift th* unconquer'd shield. 
A confidence, like this, hach still diffus'd ; 
Enough of firmness through my woman's heart, 
Ne'er to molest thee with a woman's fears, 


And terror, too importunate, will speak. 
Hast thou encounter'd yet such mighty powers 
As down that mountain suddenly will rush? 
From ev'ry part the Romans are assembled, 
All vers'd in arms, and terrible in valour. 
Dum. Tell me, thou lovely coward, am not I i 


S 


On the tough buckler, and the crested helm, 
With deadlier weight than mine? Away, and fear not; 32 
Secure and calm, repose thee in thy tent; 5 
Think on thy husband, and believe he conquers: 350 
Amid the rage of battle he will think 5 | 
On thee: for thee he draws the martial blade, 
For thy lov'd infants gripes the pointed ash. 
Go, apd expect me to return victorious ; 
Thy hands Gall dress my wounds, and all be well. 

Ven. Far better be our fortune, than for the 
To want that office from my faithful hand, 


Or me to stain thy triumphs with my tears. 


Dum. Fear not. I tell thee, when thou seest my limbs 
With dust bespread, my brows with glorious sweat, 360 


And some distinguish'd wound to grace my breast, 


Thou, in the fulness of thy love, shalt view me, 
And swear, I seem most comely in thy sight. 
Thy virtue then shall shew me worthier of thee, 
Than did thy fondness on our nuptial dax. 
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ven. It shall be so. All wounded; thou shalt find 


My heart prepar'd to stifle its regret, 
And smooth my forehead with obedient calmness. 


Yet hear me further; something will I offer 


More than the weak effects of female dread ; 370 


Thou go'st to fight in discord with thy colleague z 
It is a thought which multiplies my fears. 
Dum. Well urg'd, thou dearest counsellor, who best 
Canst heal this mischief. Let thy meekness try 
The soft persuasion of a private conf*rence, 
To win from error a bewilder'd sister, 
While none are present to alarm her pride. 
Ven. I go, but, trembling doubt my vain attempt; 
Unless, commission'd with thy dear injunctions, 
My soul, exerted to perform thy pleasure, 380 
Could give persuasion all my force of 1 1 
Dum. Hark! we are summon'd. | 


. Enter TEXANTIUS. 
Ten. Ev'ry band is form'd : 
The Romans too in close arrangement stand. 
Dum. Ye warriors, destin'd to begin the onset, 
My Trinobantians, it is time to seek Ys 
Th' embattled foe. And you, all-judging gods! 
Look down benignant on a righteous cause. 
Indeed we cannot give you, like the Romans, 
A proud and sumptuous offering: we abound not 
In marble temples, or in splendid altars : ; 
Vet though we want this vain, luxurious pomp, 
Rough though we wander on the mountain's head, 
Through the deep vale, and o'er the craggy rock, 
We still demand your favour; we can sex 
Hands which for justice draw th' avenging steel, 
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| 2 BOADICEA, 44 II. 
Firm hearts, and manners undebas'd by fraud. | 


To you, my dauntless friends, what need of words? 

Your cities have been sack'd, your children slain, 

Your wives dishonour'd—Lo ! on yonder hills 400 
You see the spoilers; there the ruffians stand. | 
Your hands are arm'd ; then follow, and revenge, [ Exeunt. 


r 


ACT I. SCENE J. 


Enter Flaminivs and ZEXOBARBUS. 
Flaminius. 


Ho! Znobarbus, thou may'st now come Cd, 


What has thy angry soul been brooding o'er ? 
| Zn0b, Well thou hast sued, and hast obtain'd thy Suit 3 


Of these barbarians meanly hast implor'd (+: 


Thy wretched life, and hast it. Must I thank thee 
For this uncommon privilege to stand 


A tame spectator of the Roman shame, 
To see exulting savages o'erturn | 


Our walls and ramparts, see them with the 1 


Of our waste dwellings, with our captive eagles 10 
And ancient trophies, ravish'd from our temples, | 
March in rude triumph o'er the gods of Rome? 
Flam. What, thou hadst rather die! | 
 Zncb. And thou hadst rather 
Live, like a dog, in chains, than die with courage, 
Thou most unworthy of the Roman name, . 
Flam. Did those, who now inhabit Rome, deserve - 
The name of Romans, did the ancient spirit 
Of our forefathers still gurvive among us, a” 
I should applaud this Bold contempt of life. „ 22G 
Our ancestors, who liv'd while Rome was free, 9 255 


A Il. BOADICEA. | 23 
Might well prefer a noble fate to chains; 
They lost a blessing we have never known: 
Born and inur'd to servitude at home, 
We only change one master for another, 
And Dumnorix is far beyond a Nero. 
Hob. Mean'st thou to mock me? 
Flam. No, I mean to shew 
Thy stern opinions suit not with the times. 


Hnob. Still by our valour we control the world, 30 


And in that duty will I march the foremost. 

If our forefathers* manners be neglected, 

Free from that blame I singly will maintain them. 

My serftimgnts are moulded by my spirit, 

Which wants thy pliant qualities to yield 

With ev'ry gust of fortune, rude or mild, 

And crouch beneath example, base or worthy. 

 Flam. Well, if thou canst not brook a Britisch master 
££n0b. No, nor thy wantoy folly will J brook, 

Which sports alike with slavery or freedom, 40 

Insensible of shame. | 

Flam. Suppose I free thee. 

_ £Encb. Free me! | 
Flam. This day, if fortune be propitious. = 


ZE10b, Hal do not cheat me with delusive fables, EM 
And trifle with my bonds, e 


Flam. By all my hopes, 
J do not trifle. | 
Anob. Wilt thou give my bosom | 
Once more to buckle on the soldier's harness, 50 
And meet in battle our insulting foes ? 
Shall my keen falchion gore the flying rout, 
And raise a bleeding trophy to revenge, 
EF each indignity which Rome hath borne? 
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Hold me no longer in suspense; instru& me 
From whence these hopes proceed. 

Flam. Thou know'st I loy'd 
The British Princess. 

rob. Hast thou rais'd my hopes 
To freedom, future victory, and hon 
And dost thou talk of love? 

Flam. That love shall save us. . 

Thou saw'st the gentle Emmeline but now 

Stole to our tent, and gave the tend'rest welcome, 
Unchang'd I found her, soft and artless still. 

The gen'rous maid already hath suggested | 
The means of flight. The battle once begun, 
While ev'ry Briton is intent on war, 

Herself will guide us to a place of safety. 

Arob. Now I commend thee, 

Flam. Thou approv'st then, 

Hunob. Ay, 

Flam. And see, the joyful moment is approaching; 
| See, where th* unnumber'd Trinobantians spread 
In rude disorder o'er the vale beneath, 

Whose broad extent this eminence commands. 

Mark their ee e multitude, confus'd 

With mingling standards, and tumultuous cars: 
But, far 2 to the rest, behold | 

The brave and gen'rous Dumnorix, ere& | 

With eager hope, his lofty jav'lin Shakes, 
And with unpolish'd majesty adorns 

I *Fhe front of war. | 

Anob. I mark the rabble well; | 

And soon shall view the Romans from their station 
Between those woods, which shade the adverse hills, 
r with resisless ardour to the vale, 
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And trample o' er the savages like dust. [ 4 march. 
« Flam. That smiling vale with pity I contemplate, 
« And wish more gentle footsteps might be seen go 


« To press its verdure, and that softer notes, 

6 Than war's terrific clamours, might be tun'd 

xc. From those surrounding shades, to join the murmurs 
« Of that fair channel, whose sonorous bed 

6 Receives the stream, descending from this grove 

« To form the limpid maze, which shines below. 

__ « ng, I see it glist'ning in the noon-day sun. 

« But British gore will change its glassy hue. 

« Flam. Oh! might we rather on its friendly banks 
«© Erc& a grateful monument to Peace; 100 
That she, her sway resuming, might afford me- 

* J clasp the gallant Dumnorix, and style him 
My friend, my benefactor, and pregerver.—* 
Stand from before this tempest, while it passes. 


Enter Boa DIcEA and Icenians. 


Bead. Oh! I could drive this jav'lin through my heart 
To ease its tortures. Disobey d! ControPd! _ 
Ev'n in my army's sight! Malignant pow'rs, 
If such there be, who o'er revenge preside, 
Who steel the breast wish ever-during hate, : 
And aid black rancour in it's purpos'd mischief. 110 
Be present now, and guide my indignation! [ Pauses. 
The Trinobantians are advanc'd before me. | 
Let them sustain the onset ; let the Romans 
On Dumnorix with ev'ry cohort press, 
Till he intreat for Boadicea's aid, 
Then shall my eager eyes enjoy his ruin: | 
And when th' insulting boaster is o'erthrown, 
His bands dispers'd, or gasping in the dust, 
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Then will I rush exulting in my car, 
Like fierce Andate, on the wearied foe 120 


Lead route and slaughter, through a tide of gore 


Impel my clotted wheels, redeem the day, 


And, from the mouth of danger snatching n, 


Crown oy revenge with glory. 


en ne, 


Ven. Stand want, N . 
At my request, Icenians. O, unbend [To Boad, 
That louring brow, and hear a suppliant sister! | 
So prone to error is our mortal frame, 

Time could not step without a trace of horror, 
If wary nature on the human heart, | 130 


Amid its wild variety of passions, 


Had not impress'd a soft and yielding sense, 
That, when offences give resentment birth, 
The kindly dews of penitence may raise 
The seeds of mutual mercy and forgiveness. 
Boad. Weak wretch, and yet whose impotence xn 


To mix in warlike councils, and determine 


'The fate of captives, won in fields of death, 

Thou wouldst do better to reserve thy tears; 

Thou shalt have cause for penitential torrents. 140 
Ven. They will not wait a second birth of woe; | 


At thy severity they burst already. 


« Why turns on me that formidable mpeth, 

« Wont with commanding sternness to behold 

« Its foes abash'd, and victory its vassal ? t 
« Yet how much brighter is the wreath of glory, 
c When interwove: with clemency and justice? 

«« Thou go'st to battle, there obtain renown ; 

« But learn compassion from my tears, nor think 
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« Benignity enfeebles, or dishonours 150 
« The most exalted valour. 
« Boad. Shall the tears 
« Of abje@ importunity detain me, 
« While vengeance, striding from his grisly den, 
„With fell impatience grinds his iron teeth, : 
« And waits my nod to satisfy his. hunger ? 
« Hence to th* employment of thy feeble distaff ! 
c Ven. Not skill'd, like thee, in war's ennobling toils, 
« Inferior praise, and humbler tasks I court, 
And own my safety in thy loftier virtues ; 160 
«« Yet not like thee, with unforgiving wrath, | 
« Could I resign a sister to her grief 
« At this tremendous hour, so near deciding 
«© The fate of both. One gentle word bestow, 
cc And 1 will leave thee with obedient haste; 
« Nay, I will seek the altars, and request, 
That, in the future triumphs of this day, 
«© Heay'n may refuse to Dumnorix a share, 
« And give thee all.“ | 7 
Boad. Does Dumnorix consent | 170 
To sacrifice the Romans ? Art thou mute! 
Still does he brave me? But your favour'd captives 
Shall not escape. They soon shall join the victims, 
Which this unconquer'd jav'lin shall reserve 
To solemnize the fall of Rome's dominion. 
Then to my glory Dumnorix shall bend, 
In sight of Britain shall his baffled pride | 
The pomp of public sacrifice behold, 

Behold and pine. You take a band of soldiers, [To an Icenian. 
Watch well around the Trinobantian tents, 180 
And guard these Romans, as your lives. I tell thee, ¶ To Ven. 

Their gore shall yet besmear Andate's altar. 6 
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Ven. In silent awe I heard thy first resentment, 


Vet hop'd the well-known accents of affection, 
In kindness whisper'd to thy secret ear, 
Might to thy breast recall its exil'd pity, 


That gentle inmate of a woman's heart. 
Boad. Durst thou, presumptuous, entertain a thought 
To give this bosom, nerv'd with manly strength, 
1 weak sensations of a female lee 190 
When I remind thy elevated soul, 
1 we by mutual int'rest are but one, 
And by th' indissoluble ties of birth ; 
Are those sensations weak, which nature prompts ? 
With justice strengthen'd, can her pow'rful yoice 


Find no persuasion —— 


Boad. None. Provoke no more 
With plaintive murmurs my indignant ear. 
Thou, and thy husband, authors of my shame, 


— 


Before th' assembled chiefs, may rest assur'd, % 


No pray*rs shall soften, no atonement bribe, 
And no submission shall appease the wrong. 
May desolation trample on my dwelling 

A second time, rapacious force again, 

And inꝭult revel through my inmost chambers, 
If I forgive you. Thou hast food for anguish; 


Go, and indulge its appetite at leisure. 


Ven. Yes, I will hasten to the holy shrine, 
There wring my hands, and melt in copious sorrow, 
Not for my injur'd self, but thee remorseless, 210 


To mourn thy faded honours, which, deform'd 
By harsh injustice to thy blameless friends, 


Ne'er will revive in beauty. Not suecess, 
Not trophies rising round thee, not the throng 
Of circling captives, and their conquer'd standards, 
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Nor glorious dust of victory, can hide 
From just reproach thy unrelenting scorn, | 
While none em thee, but the wrong' d Veriusia, [ Exit. 
Boad. Stern pow'r of war, my patroness and guide, 
To thee each captive Roman I devote. 220 
Come then, vindictive goddess, in thy terrors ; | 
O'erwhelm with wrath his sacrilegious head, ; 
Who would defraud thy altars : O confound | 4 
His ranks, his steeds; his chariots, and thy favour 
To me, thy martial votaress, confine, 
n sex like thee, and glowing with thy fires, | 
| [ Exeunt all but AEnobarbus and F laminius. 
Ano. Do thou come forward now, and say, what terrors 
Has thy dejected soul been brooding o'er ? 
Yon furious dame, who fill'd thee so with dread, ; 
Is marching onward. Raise thy head, and look ; 230 
See, where ev'n now with sullen pride she mounts 
Her martial seat; yet wondrous slow, by Heav'n, 
Her car descends, nor soon will reach the vale: 
Thou look'st desponding. Art thou still dismay'd? 
Think'st thou yon dreadful woman will return? 
From us she moves, though slowly; then take comfort. 
Flam. Far other care, than terrors, fill my breast. 
Anob. What means this en! Wherefore heaves that 
Sigh ? 
Hao). O Anobarbus, wilt thou bear my weakness ; 
I see the moment of deliv'rance near, | 240 
Yet pine with grief. | | * 
Hnob. Whate'er the folly be, 
With which thy bosom teems, the gods confound i it. 
Flam. To see the dearest object of my soul, 
Just see her after such a tedious absence, 
Then vanish from her sight perhaps for ever; 
K 
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When these reflections rise, the sweet exchange 
From bonds to freedom, which to her I owe, 

Is mix'd with bitterness, and joy subsides. 

 £Z£ndb. Why didst thou leave the fair Italian fields, 250 

Thou silken slave of Venus? What could move 

Thee to explore these boist'rous northern climes, 
And change yon radiant sky for Britain's clouds? 

What dost thou here, effeminate ? By Heav'n, 

Thou shouldst have loiter'd in Campania's villas, 

And in thy garden nurs'd, with careful hands, 

The gaudy-vested progeny of Flora; 

Or indolently pac'd the pebbled shore, 

And ey'd the beating of the Tuscan wave | 
To waste thy irksome leisure. Wilt thou tell me, 260 
What thou dost here in Brita ? Dost thou come 
To sigh and pine? Could Italy afford 
No food for these weak passions ? Must thou traverse 

Such tracts of land, and visit this cold region 
To love and languish ? Answer me, what motive 
First brought thee hither? But forbear to * | 2 
It was in quest of honour; for the god, „„ 
Of war disclaims thee. 5 

Flam. Well, suppose I answer, Tp” 
That friendship drew me from the golden Tiber, 270 
With thee to combat this inclement sky. TS 
Will it offend thee ?. 
Hunob. No, I am thy friend, 

And I will make a Roman of thee still; 

But let me see no languishing en 

More on thy brow, nor hear unmanly sighs. 

Gods ! canst thou dream of love, when 1 see, 

The Roman legions, all array'd for battle, 
Are now descending; see their dreaded eagles, 
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Their dazzling helmets, and their crimson plumes: 280 

A grove of jav'lins glitters down the steep ; | 

They point their terrors on th? astonish'd foe 

Soon will they charge the Britons in the vale, 

And with the auspicious glories of this day 

Enrich the annals of imperial Rome. 

O curst captivity ! with double weight 

I feel thee now! malicious fate! to suffer 

A Roman thus to stand confin'd in bondage, 

And see the triumphs, which he cannot share. 

By Heav'n, Flaminius ! I will never bear it. 290 

Where is thy Briton? Will she lead us hence? 

Else, by the god of war, unarm'd I rush 

To join the glorious scene, which opens there. 
Flam. I see her coming, ang; will fly to meet her. [ Exit. 
Hnob. Our time is short, remember, do not dally. 

J have a thought, lies rip'ning in my breast, 


And teems with future glory; if the fight 


% Prove undecisive, and these tents subsist, 

Soon will I bid thee, hostile camp, farewell, | eh 
Thou saw'st me come in thraldom; I depart 300 
A fugitive : if ever J return, | 

Thou shalt receive me in another guise ; 

Then shalt thou feel me; when my shining helm 

Shall strike cold terror through thy boldest guards, 

And from its lofty crest destruction shake. [ Exit. 


Ac III. SCENE I. 


Enter FLAIxN Tus and EnxoBarBus. 


Flaminius. 
Ovs woo guide attends us. Thy e ns 
Hath calbd me loit*rer, ( 


Sight * 7 
4 e 
4 
% 


30 | | BOADICEA, 
Snob. Thou may'st loiter still. 


Thou canst not hasten, nor retard our 1 5 
Which is irrevocably fix'd. | 


Flam. What say'st thou? | 

ZEndb. I say, prepare to die. If Boadicea 
Return once more, our destiny is fix'd. 
Whatc'er her merciless revenge may purpose, 
Elate with conquest, or incens'd by loss, 


If on the rack to strain our bursting sinews, 
If from the bleeding trunks to lop our limbs, 
Or with slow fires ꝓrotract the hours of pain, 


We must abide it all. Collect thy spirit, 

And, like a Roman, dauntless meet thy doom, 
Flam. I hear thee, but thy 2 
Anob. Hear again: 

Before the tent some paces as I stood, 

And joyful saw the Trinobantian guard, 

Of us neglectful, from this quarter drawn 

To view the impending battle; on a sudden 


A curst Icenian cast his jealous eye 


Y 


Ad III. 


10 


20 


Athwart my steps, then call'd a num'rous band, 


Who prawl around us, as a destin'd 1 
F. Malicious fortune 2216 
Hnob. Now thou seest my meaning. 


Flam. Our flight were vain, while these obgerve us, 


 Andb. True. 


| What has thy tame submission now avail'd, 


Thy abject supplication to barbarians ? 


 Hadst thou with courage met thy fate at first, 
We had been dead, ere now. 


Flam. To view the sun 


Through his gay progress from the morn, till even, 


Possess my friends, my parents, and my love, 


Within the circle of my native walls, 


Ip 
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Were joys T deemed well worthy of my care; 
But since that care is fruitless, I can leave 
This light, my friends, my parents, love, and country, 
As little daunted at my fate as thou, 40 
Though not so unconcern'd. | 
* FEnob. Oh, Mars and Vesta 
Is it a vision, which you raise before me 
To charm my eyes? Behold a scene, Flaminius, 
To cheer a Roman in the gasp of death. 
The Britons are defeated ! look, Flaminius ; 
Back from the vale jn wild tumultuous flight 
Behold their numbers sweeping tow'rd the hill 
Already some are swarming up its side | 
To reach their camp for shelter; pale diemay - 50 
With hostile rage pursyes their broken rear, 
While massacre, unchidden, cloys his famine, | 
And quaffs the blood of nations. Oh, in vain 
| = thou oppose ty hon to the tide 
Of war, and brandish that recover'd standard ; 
Vain is thy animating voice to those, 
« Whom fear makes deaf; Oh, Dumnorix, thy toils 
Are fruitless, Britain in the scale of fate | 
| Tn to the weight of Rome. Now, life farewell : | 
ine on, bright Phœbus; those who rest behind 60 
Fe, Share thy. splendors. while I sink in darkness, 
ay Are far beneath my envy ;” I resign 
These eyes with pleasure to eternal Shades— 
They now have seen enough. 15 : 
Flam. Whence this despair ? | 
A blind confusion fills the Spacious camp. „ Be 
Already consternation hath dispers'd 1 
Our guard. Ev'n Dumnorix retires He comes; 
Avoid him Trust me, I am well instructed, 54590 
And will conduct thee to a safe retreat, - I[Excunt. 
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"Rater Dumnor1x with a Standard. 


Dum. Thou hard-kept remnant of our shatter'd fortune, 
Stand there before the partial eye of Heav'n, 
Which has preferr'd the Romans? splendid altars, 
To the plain virtue of a British heart. 
Presumptuous frenzy! Why is Heay'n reproach'd ? 


| 9 Boadicea, thou perfidious mieter! 5 


ON. 


Enter VENUSIA. 


Ven. Now let my duty o'er my fear prevail, 
Fill my whole breast with tenderness, and heal 
With sweetest comfort thy distress. 

Dum. My wife! F E 80 
Thou most unlike to yon degen' rate Woman, 
Her country's bane ! ; * 

Ven. I tremble at thy words. | 

Dum. Be not dismay'd; the camp is still our own. 
Night is impending, and the Romans halt. 

Ven. But what of Boadicea? 

Dum. Hear and mourn. 

The Trinobantians Scarce had fill'd the vale, 


When from a narrow pass between the woods 


Forth burst the Romans, wedg'd in deep array. 
I found our struggles vain, and sent for aid 

To Boadicea ; she with scorn reply'd, go 
I did not want the assistance of a woman ; : 
Nor left her station till my broken ranks 


Were driv'n among th? Icenians ; in a moment 
| All was confusion, Slaughter, and _ 


Enter Boa p EA. 
Dum. Gods! Art thou safe ? 
Fen. Oh! most 3 Sis 


OO. 
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When last we parted, cruel were thy words, : 

A sure presage of endless grief to me; 100 

Yet my desponding spirit ne'er forboded, | 

That thou couldst deviate from a prosperous course, | | 

When ev'ry gale conspir'd to swell thy glory. es, | 
Boad. Throw not on me the crime of envious fortune. 1 
Dum. Dost thou blame fortune, trait'ress? : | 

Boad. Then the blame 8 

Take on thy single head. | 
Dum. Avoid my sight. | | | 
Boad. Thou led'st the van. | | | 
Dum. Avaunt! | Eb + Md 
Boad. Thou fled'st the first. | ; 

Now find'st too late th' importance of a woman. 
Dum. Too true I find a woman curs'd with pow'r 

To blast a nation's welfare. Heavenly rulers ! 

How have the Britons merited this shame ? 

Have we with fell ambition, like the Romans, 

Unpeopled realms, and made the world a desert? 

Have we your works defac'd ; or how deserv'd 

So large a measure of your bitt*rest wrath, _ 

That you should clothe this spirit of a wolf 120 

In human form, and blend her lot with ours ? | 
Boad. Beet with perils, as I am, pursu'd 

By rout and havoc to th” encircVing toil ; 

Untam'd by. this reverse, my lofty soul, 

Upbraiding still thy arrogance, demands, 

Who spar'd the captive Romans ? Who provok'd 

My] just resentment ? Who, in pow'r, in name 
And dignity inferior, but elate 
With blind presumption, and bg 
Dar'd to dispute with me supfeme command, 28 
Then pale and trembling 5 | 
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Ven. Oh, once united by the friendliest ties, 
And leaders both of nations, shall this land 
Still view its bulwarks, tott'ring with disunion, 
Enhance the public and their own misfortunes ? 
Thou, my complacent lord, wert wont to smooth 
That manly front at pity's just complaint; 

And thou, entrusted with a people's welfare, 


A queen and warrior, let disdain no more 


Live in the midst of danger See Venusia 48 
Upon her knees. c 
Dum. Shall thy ae kneel | 


| To this 


Ven. Oh! stop, nor give resentment utt'rance. 
In such a cause the proudest knee might sue | 
To less than Boadicea——Turn not from me! [To Boadicea, 
Look on a prostrate sister; think, thou hear'st 
Our children's plaintive notes enforce my pray T5 
And Albion's genius mix his solemn moan; #; 
That lamentations through thy ears recound 1850 
From all the wives and mothers of those thousands | 
Whose limbs lie stretch'd on yonder fields of death; 
« Thode wretched wives and mothers, oh! reflect, 
«© But for the fatal discord of this day, 
With other looks, with other cries and gestures, 
« With diff*rent transports, and with diffirent tears, 
« Might have received their sons and husbands home, 


„ Than they will now survey their pale remains, 


* Which there lie mangled by the Roman sword”? 


To feed the raven's hunger—yet relent ! 5 160 


Vet let restoring union close our wounds, 

And to. repair this ruin be thy praise ; 
Dum. Rise, rise. Thy mildness, whose persuasive charm 
No cruelty, but —_— could 'h ear unmov'd, 22 
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In vain would render placable and wise 
That malice; inhumanity and frenzy, 
Which have already wasted such a store 
Of glory and success. 
Boad. Oh | 
Dum. Dost thou groan ? © 170 
'  Boad. No, no, I do not feel a moment's pain. 
Dum. Thy words are false. Thy heart o'erflows with 
anguish. 
Boad. No, I despise both thee and fortune still. 
Dum. By Heav'n, I know dis traction rends thy soul, 
And to its view presents th* approaching scene 
Of shame and torture, when th' indignant Romans 
Exact a tenfold vengeance for their suff' rings; 
And when thou passest through their streets in chains, 
The just derision of insulting foes, 
A frantic woman, who resign'd her hopes, b 180 
And to indulge an empty pride, betray'd 
Fer children, friends, and country; then recal, 
What once was Boadicea, fall'n how low 
From all her honours, by her folly fall'n = 
From pow'r, from empire, „Rory, and glory, 
To vilest bonds, and ignominious stripes. 
Boad. May curses blast thee, worse than I can utter, | 
And keener pangs than whips or shackles seize thee ! 
Ven. Oh! sister, how unseemly is this rage! 
Whom dost thou load with these ungen'rous curses? 190 
Thy faithful friend, thy counsellor and brother, 
Whom thou hast injur'd, injur'd past the pow'r 
Of reparation. Dost thou call for whips 
„ To print those venerable limbs with shame, 
„ For bonds to humble that majestie head, 
« Which foes themselves must honour ? Yet, if chains 
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« Must be our fate, what cruel hand hath 3 d them, 
« But thine alone? Thy hand hath heap'd destruction 
« On him, thy once rever'd ally, on me, 
* On my poor children, guiltless of offence, 220600 
« And on thy own, who claim'd protection from thee;“ 
Yet thou, obdurate, to thy rage a prey, 
Dost chide remorse and pity from thy breast. 
Dum. Source of thy « own afflictions ! to behold thee 
| [To Boadicea. 
Dis tracted thus, thus fall'n and lost, to see 
Thus strongly painted on thy lab'ring features 
The pangs, thou feel'st within, awakes compassion. 
Boad. Ha | no-—divine Andate shall uphold me 
Above thy pity. Think'st thou, Boadicea 


Is thus deserted by her patron goddess, 110 
Thus void of all resources? Think so still, | (> 
And be deceiv'd. Ev'n now I feel her aid; [ rides 


It feel her here; the warlike queen inspires 5 
My pregnant soul; the mighty plan is forming; | 
It grows, it labours in my ardent bosom 

It springs to life, and calls for instant action; 

Lead on, exert thee, goddess, till the furies, - 


Which heretofore have thunder'd at thy heels, * 
Start at the new- born horrors of this night. [Exit, 
Ven. Oh! Dumnorix, how virtue hath recoil'd 220 


Upon itself ! my interposing pity, 
Thy manly firmness in a gen'rous act 
Gave these disasters being. 
Dum. I forbid. thee | 
To blame thy virtues, which the avis approve, 
And I revere. Now leave me to concert 
With our surviving chiefs the means of safety. 
Ven. Oh! that, like me, compliant, at thy word 


wo 
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Peace a benign companion would attend, 

And moderate thy cares while 1 depart. | 230 
Dum. Have I been guilty ? answer me, my heart, 

Who now wouldst burst my agonizing breast, 

Hath Dumnorix been guilty ? Wilt thou, Britain, 

To me impute the horrors of this day? 

Perhaps a Roman's policy had yielded, 

And to a colleague's cruelty and pride 

Had sacrific'd humanity and justice? 

I did not so, and Albion is destroy'd. 

Vet, oh, be witness, all ye gen'rous spirits, ; 

So lately breathing in those heaps of death, 240 

That in this day's extremity and peril, . 

Your Dumnorix was mindful of his charge ; 

My shiver'd javelin, my divided shield, 

And blunted sword, be witness for your master, 

You were not idle in that dreadful hour ; 

Nor ev'n amid the carnage pil'd around me, 

Will I relinquish my pursuit of hope 

Hope may elude me For myself I fear not 

But my Venusia——Ha! prepare, my soul 


There is thy struggle, on her tender mind 250 
To graft thy firmness, which can welcome death, 


And hold it gain, when liberty is lost! [Exeunt. 


—_ 


7 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
— — 


Enter DuuNxoRIx. 
BT Dumnorix. 
Fiz good Tenantius and the rest return, 


I have been led by solitary care 
To yon dark branches, spreading o'er the brook, 
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Which murmurs through the camp; this mighty camp, 
Where once two hundred thousand sons of war 
With restless dins awak'd the midnight hour, 
| Now horrid stillness in the vacant tents 

Sits undisturb'd ; and these incessant rills, 
Whose pebbled channel breaks their shallow stream, 
Fill with their melancholy sound my ears, ; 10 
As if I wander'd like a lonely hind, | 
O'er some dead fallow far from all resort : 
Unless that ever and anon a groan 
Bursts from a soldier, pillow'd on his shield 
In torment, or expiring with his wounds, 

And turns my fix'd attention into horror. 
Venusia comes The hideous scene around me 
Now prompts the hard but necessary duty.— q 
Yet how to name thee, death, without thy terrors ! 


Enter V tx USIA, 


Ven. Thou didst enjoin my absence. I departed. 20 
With ill-tim'd care if now ee Lad 

Dum. No. 

Vene Alas! deep-plung „d in sadness still I find thee. 

Dum. Dost thou? 2 nearer. Thou hast seen this _ 
How thy perfidious, thy inyet'rate sister 


HFath stain'd my glory, and my fortune baffled ; 


Thou hast receiv'd me vanquish'd, who before 
Was us'd to greet thee with the sound of conquest, 
Now tell me truly; am I still the same 

In my Venusia's eyes? N | 30 
Ven. What means my lord? | 
Dum. Am I still lov'd and honour'd, as before ? 
| Yen.” Canst thou suspect that fortune rules my lore? 

Thy pow'r and honours may be snatch'd away, 
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Thy wide possessions pass to other lords, 
And frowning Heav'n resume whate'er it gave, 
All but my love, which ne'er shall know decay, 
But ev'n in ruin shall augment its fondness. 
Dum. Then will my dictates be regarded still. 
Ven. Impart this moment thy rever'd commands; 40 
And if it prove within my slender pow'r 
To ease thy troubles, I will bless the gods, 
And, unrepining, to our fate submit. 
Dum. Think not my own calamities distress me; 
I can encounter fortune's utmost malice: 
But, Oh! for thee, Venusia 
Ven. Do not fear. 
While in these faithful arms I hold my 100 
I never shall complain. Let ev'ry ill, | 
Let ruin and captivity o'ertake me, | 50 
With thee I will be happy. 1 
Dum. Ha! Yenusia ! 
Could thou and J find happiness together, 
Depriv'd of freedom? Dost thou mark? 
a. 1 00, 
Dum. Thou art most fair; but could thy lovely face 
Make slavery look comely ? Could the touch 
Of that soft hand convey delight to mine 
With servile fetters on? 
Ven. Why dost thou gaze | 5 1 e 
Thus stedfastly upon me? : 
Dum. I would have thee 
Reflect once more upon the loss of freedom. 
Ven. It is the heaviest sure of human woes. 
Dum. Learn one thing more, and, though relentiers 
: _ Heav'n 
Its care withdraws from this ill-destin'd isle, 
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« Thou, in the fall of nations, shalt be safe.“ | 
Oh! heed, Venusia! never did thy welfare 
Raise in my breast such tender cares before; 
Else from the public danger would I spare 70 
c These precious moments to assist thy virtue.“ 
Ven. Thou mak'st me all attention. 
Dum. Reach thy hand. | 
Now, while I hold thee, do I bless Kaden 
That this free hand, protected by my sword, 


Hath not yet known the Shameful doom of bondage, 


Ven. Nor shall I know it; thy unshaken valour 
Will be my safeguard still. 

Dum. If fate confounds ö 
My utmost efforts, can I then protect the? 

Ven. Why dost thou lead me to despair? Why fill 


” My breast with terrors ? Never did I see thee, 80 


Till this sad hour, thus hopeless and dejected. 

Oh! how shall I, a woman weak and fearful, 

Sustain my portion of the gen'ral woe; 

If thou, in perils exercis'd and war, 

Dost to ill- fortune bow thy gallant spirit? 
Dum: Think not, Venusia, I abandon hope. 

No, on the verge of ruin will I stand, 

And, dauntless, combat with our evil fate; 


Nor till its rancour bear me to the bottom, 90 


My soul shall ever entertain despair : 
But as the wisest, and the best resolv'd, 
Cannot control the doubtful chance of war, 
I would prepare thee for the worst event. 
Ven. Fly were thou wilt, my faithful steps shall follow, 
« T can pursue thy course with naked feet, 


«+ Though roaming o'er the rough and pointed crags, 


« Or through the pathless tract of deepest woods; 
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« By thy dear hand supported, would I pass 100 
« Thro' the cold snow, which hides the mountain's brow, 
« And o'er the frozen surface of the vale.” 
Dum. Thou best of women, I believe thou wouldst, 
e Believe thy constant heart would teach those limbs, 
. « 'Thus soft and gentle, to support all hardship, 
4 And hold with me society in toil.” 
But should we want the wretched pow 'r to fly, 
What then ? 
Fen. What then? 8 7 
Dum. The Romans may surround us. 110 
Yen. How wouldst thou act in such a dreadful season? 
Dum. Ne' er shall the hands of Dumnorix endure | 
The shame of fetters ; ne'er shall Rome behold 
This breast, which honourable war hath seam*d, 
Pant with the load of bondage: gen'rous wounds, 
Ve deep engraven characters of glory, 
Ve faithful monitors of Albion's cause, 
Oft, when your midnight anguish hath rebuk'd 
Oblivious slumber from my watchful pillow, 
And in her danger kept my virtue waking : 120 
Vou, when that office can avail no more, | 
Will look more graceful on my death-cold bosom, 
Than to be shewn before the scoffing Romans, 
Should they behold that Dumnorix in shackles, 
| Whom once they dreaded in the field of war, 
Ven. Assist me, Heav'n! 
Dum. is out, I watch to hear thee.” 
My pow'rs are all suspended with attention. 
Ven. What shall I do? | 
Di n, Explain thy thoughts, | 130 
Ven. I cannot. 
Dum. Why canst thou not ? 8 who thou art, 
And who thy husband is. 
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Yen. The first of men, | | | 


Join'd to the least deserving of her sex. 


Dum. View thy own heart; be conscious of thy merit; 
And, in its strength confiding, be secure, 
That thou art worthy of the greatest man, 
And not unequal to the noblest task. | 

Ven. Oh, I will struggle to assert that claim 140 


Yet, dearest lord, extend thy whole indulgence; 


Nor undeserving of thy love esteem me, 

While trembling thus. | 
Dum. I know thy native softness. 

Yet wherefore dost thou tremble ? Speak, my love. 
Ven. Oh, I have not thy courage, not been us'd, 


Like thee; to meet the dreadful shape of death; 
I nevyer felt the anguish of a wound; 


Thy arm hath still kept danger at a distance: | 

If now it threatens, and my heart no more | 150 

Must treat with safety, it is new to me. | Y | 
Dum. It is, my love. My tenderness implies . 

No expectation, that thy gentle mind 

Should be at once familiariz'd with fate. 


Not insurmountable 1 hold our danger. 


But-td provide against delusive fortune, 
« That thou may'st bear, unterrify'd, the lot, 


« Which best shall suit thy dignity and name, 


Demands thy care; take counsel of r virtue. 
Ven. I will. | 160 
Lum. And arm thy breast with resolution. Fg 
Ven. Indeed I will, and ask the gracious gods 

To fill my heart with constancy and spirit, 

And shew me worthy of a man, like thee : 


Perhaps their succour, thy rever'd injunction, 


« And high example, may control my terrors.” 
But, Oh! what pow'r shall sooth another care, 
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Than life more precious, and a keener pang, 
Than death's severest agony, relieve ; EE 
The sad remembrance of my helpless infants, 170 
Our love's dear pledges, who before me rise 
In orphan woe, defenceless and forsaken, 
And all my borrow*d fortitude dissolve. 
Dum. Thou perfect pattern of maternal fondness, 
And conjugal compliance, rest assur'd, 
That care was never absent from my soul. | 
Confide in me; thy children shall be safe. | 
Ven. How safe ? | 
Dum. Shall live in safety. Thou hel know. 
Mean time retire. Our anxious chiefs, return'd; _ 180 
Wait my commands, and midnight is advancing. 
. ä | [Exit Venusia. 
She goes—her love and duty will surmount 
This hideous task—Oh, morning bright in hope, 
Clos'd by a night of horror, which reduces 
This poor—dear woman, yet in blooming years, 
Bless'd in her husband, in her offspring bless'd, 
Perhaps to cut her stem of being short 
With her own tender hand If ever tears 
Might sort with valour, nor debase a soldier, : 
It would be now—Ha | whither do I plunge? 190 


Enter ERBRAN cs, TENANTIUSs, and Trinobantians. 


Dum. Well, my brave friends, what tidings? 
Ebran. Through thy quarter, 5 
With weary steps and mourning have we travers id 
A silent desert of unpeopled tents, | 
Quite to the distant station of th? Icenians. 
Their chiefs we found in council round their queen: 
The multitude was arming : twenty thousand 
| 5 
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Were yet remaining, and unhurt by war, 
Unlike our Trinobantians, who, unaided, h ü 
The fatal onset bore. Those huge battalions, 200 
Which Rome so dreaded, are, alas! no more. 

Dum. Be not dejected. Far the greater part 
Are fled for shelter to their native roofs, 
And will rejoin us, when with force repair'd 
We may dispute our island still with Rome. 
But have you gain'd access to Boadicea ? 

Ebran. We have. Fog pet l 

Dum. What said she? 

Ebran. She approv'd thy counsel. | 

Dum. You told her then my purpose to retreat 210 
Through yonder forest. 
Ebran. To herself alone 5 
T 5 

Dum. I commend you. You have sav'd us 
A conference, both needless and unpleasing. 

Ebran. She further bade us note, how all th” Icenians 
Were then in arms, and ready to advance. 

Dum. Return, and tell her, (let thy phrase, Ebrancus, 
Be saft and humble) ere two hours be wasted, : | 
We mu * our march. Do you explore 220 

| [To the other T rinebaxtians. 
The secret passage, and with winged haste | 
Bring back your tidings. Thou, Tenantius, wait. - 
[Exeunt Ebrancus and Trinobantians. 
To thee my inmost bosom I must open, 
And to thy friendship trust my tend'rest cares. 
Thou must pursue thy journey, heed me well, 
Quite through the forest Dost thou know the pass? 
Ten. Ves, where those gushing waters leave the grove | 
To Scek the — Py in the shade 


* 
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From the same fountain flows a smaller brook, * : 
Whose secret channel through the thicket winds, 230 
And will conduct me farther down the vale- 4 

Dam. Which once attain'd, proceed and gain my dwelling. 
Give me thy honest hand. Come nearer, soldier, 
Thy faithful bosom would I clasp to mine 
Perhaps thy general and thou may never 
Embrace again. 

Ten. What means my fearless chief ? 
Why hast thou call'd this unaccustom'd moisture 
Into thy soldier's eyes? | 

Dum. Thou dost not weep, 240 
My gallant vet'ran— I have been to blame. | 
A tenderness resulting from a care, 

Which struggles here, subdu'd me for a moment. 

This shall be soon discharg'd, and all be well. 

I have two boys If, after all my efforts, 

(I speak not prompted by despair, but caution) 

Rome should prevail against me, and our hopes 

Abortive fall, thou take these helpless infants; 

With thee transport them to our northern frontiers, | 
And hide them deep in Caledonian woods. ' 250 
There, in their growing years, excite and cherish 

The dear remembrance of their native fields; 

That, to redeem them from th' Italian spoiler, 

If e'er some kind occasion should invite, 

Forth from their covert they may spring undaunted. 

* Ne'er let the race of Dumnorix divert 

*« One thought from Albion to their own repose. 

« Remind them often of their father's toils, 

« Whom thou leav'st grappling to the last with fortune.“ 
And if beneath this island's mould'ring state 260 
I, to avoid disgraceful chains, must sink, 
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As near the op*ning pass I mod; to watch 
| * messenger's return. 
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Fain would my Spirit in the hope depart, 

That on the ruins, which surround my fall, 
A new-born structure may hereafter stand, | 
Rais'd by my virtue, living in my sons. I [Exennt, 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
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Enter VenusIA. © 
Venusia. 
A HOLLOW Sound of tumult strikes my ear; 


Perhaps the howl of some night- roaming wolves, 
Who, wak'd by hunger, from their gloomy haunts 


Are trooping forth to make their fell repast 


On my fresh- bleeding countrymen, whose limbs 
O'erspread the valley. Shall I mourn your fall. 0 
Lost friends, who, couch'd in death, forget your cares, | 


I, who may $hortly join your ghastly band, 


Unless that forest yield its promis'd aid! 


O hope, sweet flatt'rer, whose delusive touch 19 


Sheds on afflicted minds the balm of comfort, 
Relieves the load of poverty, sustains 

The captiye, | bending with the weight of bonds, 
And smooths the pillow of disease and pain, 
Send back th? exploring messenger with joy, 


And let me hail thee from that friendly grove, 


Enter DUumnorIx. 


Dum . Why hast thou left thy couch ? 
Ven. I heard a sound, 


| Like tumult at a dittabice. 


Dum. So did I, 20 
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Enter EBRAncus, : ] 


What means this haste ? 
Why look'st thou pale ? | 
. Ebran. With thy instructions charg'd, | f 
T sought th? Icenian quarter. All around i 
Was solitude and silence. When I call'd, | 
No voice reply'd. To Boadicea's tent | 4 


** 


With fearful haste I trod. Her daughters there | 
I found in consternation. I enquir'd 30 
The cause: they answer'd only with their tears; | 
Till from the princess Emmeline at last - 1m 
J learn'd, that all th* Icenians were that hour OS | 
In silent march departed ; but their course | LE 1 
She could not tell me: that her furious mother 

Had with a fell, determin'd look, enjoin'd them 

To wait her pleasure, which should soon be known; 
Mean time to rest immoveable and mute. 


Enter an Icenian carrying a Bowl, N 4 


Ven. My Dumnorix, defend me. 

Dum. Ha! what means | 40 
This wild demeanour—wilt thou speak, renlen — 
Fear not, my love; thy Dumnorix is near. 
What is that bowl thou carry'st? 

Icen. Honour'd chief, | 
If ought appears disorder'd in my gesture, 
Which ill becomes the reverence I owe thee, 
Charge that demerit to my horrid errand, _. 
And not to me. | 

Ven. What will befal us now! © 

Dum. [To the Icen.] Wilt thou begin? | 

Icen. I come from Boadicea. 
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50 | ; $4 | BOADINEA, 385 Act V. 
Dum. Where is she? 


I cen. Far advanc'd o'er yonder vale. 
Dum. With what intention? : 
Icen. To assail the Romans. 
Dum. Assail the Romans ? 
Tcen, To surprise their camp, 
At this dead hour, with 3 anger, 
Before she march'd, to me this secret charge, 
In words like these, sshe gave.—Observe our course; G60 
When I have pass'd the camp's extremest verge, 
Back to my daughters and Venusia speed: 
Tell them, I go our fortune to restore, 
If unsuccessful, never to return. 
Should that stern doom attend me, bid them take 
The last, best gift which dying I can leave them; 
That of my blood no part may prove dishonour'd. 
The Trinobantian, of his Roman friends 
So well deserving, may accept their grace. 
This said, with wild emotion in her breast, | 70 
Her visage black'ning with despair and horror, 
She straight committed to my trembling hands 
Tuo. fatal bowls, which flow with poison'd stream: 
1 have "Lccwplich's half my horrid task, j 
With Boadicea's daughters. 
N. Frantic woman! 
« Who hopes with fury and despair to match 
« The vigilance and conduct of Suetonius. 
AI cen. From this ill-fated hand receive the draught, 
% Whose hue and odour warrant it the juice = 
«« Of that benumbing plant the Druids gather ; 
« That plant, whose drowsy moisture lulls the sense, 
« And with a silent influence expels 
The unresisting spirit from her seat.“ 
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Dum. Mistaken woman! did she deem Venusia 
Was unprovided of this friendly potion—— 
Perform thy orders; bear it to my tent. 
Thou may'st not want it yet—take comfort, love. 
Enter a second Icenian. 
24 Icen. Oh! Dumnorix! 
Dum, Icenian, spare thy voice. 90 
Thy flight, thy terror, and thy wounds interpret 
Too plainly. 
2d Icen. We are vanquish'd. 
Dum. I believe thee. | | 
24 Icen. Oh! I have much to tell thee—but I faint. 
Dum. [To Ebrancus.] Conduct him hence, and learn the 
whole event. [Exit Icenian with Ebrancus. 
Ven. On you, celestial arbiters, we call. 
Now as we stand environ'd by distress, 
Now weigh our actions past, deform'd, or fair, 


If e'er oppression hath defil'd his valour, . 100 


In help and pity to the woes of others, 
Our hearts been scanty, and our hands resery'd, 
Let our transgressions ratify our doom: 
Else with your justice let our merits plead, 
To hold its shield before us, and repel 
These undeserv'd misfortunes. 
Dum. Heav'n may hear, 
And through that forest lead us still to . 
Ha! no; each pow'r against us is combin'd ; | 
What but their anger, levell'd at our heads, 110 
Could bring Tenantius back, so strictly charg'd 
To seek our home — The intercepting foes 
Have seiz'd the secret pass. 
Ven. Whose guardian care 


Now to the gloomy slielter of a desert, 8 * | 
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To solitary innocence and peace 

Will guide our friendless orphans ? 

Dum. True, Venusia. 

Through ev'ry trial Heav'n is pleas'd to lead us, 
Droop not, one comfort never can forsake us. 
The mind, to virtue train'd, in ev'ry state 
Rejoicing, grieving, dying, must possess 

Th' exalted pleasure to exert that virus. 


Enter TENANTIUs. 


** Speak, week” Tenantius. 
Ten. We pursu'd our course, 
But had not travell'd far, before we heard 
The sound of footsteps dashing thro' the brook, 
Whose winding channel marks the secret way. 
Not long we stood in wonder, ere a troop | 
Of Romans sally'd forth, and made us captives. 130 
Dum. Why, then, farewell to hae. was s left of e 
Ten. Not so, my lord. 
Ven. Speak. What resource is left? 
Ten. We were conducted to the Roman leaders; 
One fierce a and haughty, gentler far the other, 
Who calm'd his stern companion, gave us comfort, 
Nam'd thee with rev'rence, then an earnest zeal 
Disclosing for thy safety, and requesting 
A short, but friendly, conference between you, 
With courtesy dismiss'd us. 2 140 
Ven. Is he near? | 
Tin. Hard by he waits impatient firs an answer, 
Just where the pass is open to the tent, 
Dum. What would the Roman ? 
Ven. Hasten back, Tenantius, 
And say, that Dumnorix consents to  parley. 
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Dum. Ha! trust our freedom in a Roman's pow'r? 
Ten. Unarm'd and single will the Roman j join thee. 
Dum. Oh, ineffectual effort! 8 
Ven. Only see him, : -150 
If but to parley for thy children's 2 1 
Weak as I am, unequal to these conflicts, 
I would embrace destruction ere request thee 
Once to comply with ought below thy greatness. 
Dum. Let him approach. 


Enter EBRAN cus. 


What hast thou learnt, my soldier? 
Ebran. Like ours, th' Icenian force is all destroy'd, 
Dum. And Boadicea. | 
Ebran. Nought of her I know, 
But that she found the Roman host embattled, 160 
Which she had fondly deem'd immers'd in sleep. | 
Dum. And so is fall'n a vidim to her folly. 
Retire. [Ext Ebrancus. 


Enter FLAMINIUs. 


Ten. [To Flam.] Thy helmet cast aside, restores thee 
To my remembrance. Lol thy benefactors. | 
Flam. Brave Dumnorix ! 


Dum. My captive! _ | | 0 
Flam. Ves, Flaminius, | \ £ : | 
| Who owes to thy humanity. his life. 
Dum. Where hast thou hid thee from my notice? Rather 
Whence now. return'd, ennobled with command, 171 


No more in tiraldom, but a Roman leader ? 
Flam. Amid the tumult of your late defeat 
We sought th' adjacent forest: thence we pass'd 
The vale below, and reach'd the Roman tents. 
H 


* 
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Dum. And now are masters of our late retreat: — 
Had 1 been cruel, Britain had been safe. 
Flam. Was this an act unworthy of a soldier? 
Dum. Our woes are all the progeny of folly, 
Not charg'd to thee or fortune. 180 
Ven. Heav'n, well pleas'd, | - 
Perhaps ordain'd this unforeseen event, 
That our benevolence to brave Flaminius 
| Its due return of gratitude should find. 
. Flam. The life you gave me to your mutual welfare 
I here devote. My influence, my pow'r, 
My thoughts, my care, to soften your afflictions, 
Shall all combine. Surrender to your friend, 
Before Suetonius with his legions pours 
On your defenceless camp, who long in arms 190 
 Hath stood, expecting the appointed signal, f 
Which he enjoin'd us with the dawn to rear. 
Dum. Though thou didst well, accepting life from me, 
That gift from thee Dumnorix must refuse. 
Flam. Thou wilt not rob my gratitude of pow'r 
To shew how well thy goodness was bestow'd. 
Du. Thou canst not shew it. If thou sav'st my life 
Canst thou from bonds protect me, and a triumph? 
Flam. Alas, I cannot! 
Dum. Wouldst thou see me led 200 
A sullen captive, and through haughty Rome, | AY 
Inglorious, count my paces to the clink _ 
Of my own chains ? This faithful woman too | 
Yen. Like thee; disdains a being $0 presery'd. 
Flam. O, let me water with my tears your feet! 
« If ev'ry drop which issues from my heart, 
3 «« Could from the doom you justly scorn secure you, 1 
| cc Refore 3 you now the purple sluice ahould open; 
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And let my knees, i in humblest adoration, 
| Before such elevated virtue bend. | 210 
Oh, god-like Britons, my acknowledg'd patrons 
And benefactors, if my soul retain not 
Your memory for ever dear and sacred, 
May disappointment, poverty, and shame, 

Deform my life, and pining sickness close 
My youthful — untimely in the grave 

Dum. Thou seem'st, of all the Romans, to possess 
A heart which feels for others. Rise and hear. 
Though we reject the wretched boon of life, 


Thou may'st, Flaminius, yet repay our bounty. 1 


Flam. Then will I ask no other grace from Heav n. 
Dum. We have two children 
Ven. Oh, my bleeding heart! 
My poor deserted infants, whom these arms 
No more must cherish, nor my lulling voice 
Hush in the quiet of my $shelt'ring bosom ! 
Dum. [ Aide.) Vet shall not this unman me. I will fel 
A father's anguish, but conceal the pain. 
[To Flam.] Know then, I meant this faithful friend, Tenan- 
tius, | 
Should traverse yonder wood to reach my dwelling, 230 + 
Which lies remote, and thence convey my sons | 
Far from these borders, to extremest north, 
Where they might rest secure, nor share the ills 
Doom'd to their parents. Wilt thou let him pass? 
Flam. I will, and Jove be witness to my word. 
Dum. Give thy last charge, Venusia, to Tenantius. 
One word apart with thee, my Roman friend. 
As thou art gen'rous answer me with truth. 
When must thou make thy signal! 
Flam. At the dawn, 
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Whose beams, though faint, already tinge the east. 

Daum. What time will bring your legions near this tent ? 

Flam. An hour at farthest. 

Dum. I have heard, Flaminius, 

Of your forefathers? spirit, how they fell 

Oft on their swords, to shun ignoble bondage, 

This part have we to act; and, friendly Roman, 

When thou shalt see our cold remains my own 

Are little worth attention Oh, remember | 
Venusia's-goodness, and her gentle clay | . 250 
Defend from shame and insult ! 

Flam. Thou dost pierce 
My heart cannot answer—But believe a] 
These tears sincere. 

Dum. Enough. Perform thy. promise. 
Thy obligations will be then discharg'd. * 
Farewell. Fulfil thy general's commands. dank Flam, 

Ven. [To Ten.] Thou future parent of my orphan babes, 
Soon as their gen'rous minds imbibe thy precepts, 
And thy example warms their budding virtues, | 260 
Do not forget to tell them, that no perils, 
Nor death in all its terrors, can efface 
Materhal/love ; that their ill-fated mother, 
Amid this awful season of distress, 
Wept but for them, and lost her fears in fondness. 

Dum. We have been long companions, brave Fenantiva, 

Thy leader I, once fortunate and great, ; 

And thou my faithful and intrepid soldier. - 
Nay, do. not weep 3 we have not time for wailing. 
By thy approv'd fidelity and love, 270 
Thy chief, just ent'ring death's unfolded gates, 
Stops, and once more conjures thee to retain | | 
This his last charge in memory—his children. [Exit Fen, 
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The sun is risen. All hail! thou last of days 

To this nigh- finish'd being. Radiant pow*r ! 
Thou through thy endless journey may'st proclaim. 
That Dumnorix died free, for thou shalt view it. 


Behold th' appointed signal from rhe grove, 
ust as Flaminius warn'd us, is uprear'd, 


To call Suetonius and his legions on. +26, 
« Come, Desolation, Tyranny, resort 

c To thy new seat; come, Slavery, and bend 

« 'The neck of Albion, all their sons debase, 

4 And ancient virtue from their hearts expel.” 

Now, then, ye. honour'd mansions of our fathers, 

Ye hallow'd altars, and ye awful groves, 

The habitation of our gods, farewell ! 

« And yet the guilty auth'ress of these woes 

« Deserves a share of praise, who, still retaining 

« One unextinguish'd spark of gen'rous honour, . 290 
« Scorn'd to remain spectatress or partaker 


„ Of Albion's fall, and, dying, still is free. 


« Need I say more, Venusia f”? | 
This last embrace, And now jon Venusia. 

Ven. Oh, my lord! - : 

Dum. Why heaves that sigh ? 

Fen. Alas, I am a woman ! 

Dum. True, a defenceless woman, and expos'd 
To keener sorrow by thy matchless beauty z 
That charm, which captivates the victor's eye, 300 
Vet, helpless to withstand his savage force, 
Throws wretched woman under double ruin. 
But wherefore this? Thy virtue knows its Sos 

Ven. Stay but a little. 

Dum. Would I might for years ! 
Hot die that . —balse nn away * 
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Thou British genius, who art now retiring 
From this lost region, yet suspend thy flight, 
And in this conflict lend me all thy spirit — 309 
We only ask thee to be free, and die. | I[Aside. 
Well, my Venusia, is thy soul resoly'd, 
Or shall I still afford a lo! ger pause ? 
Yen. Though my weak sex by nature is not arm'd 
With fortitude like thine, of this be sure, 
That dear subjection to thy honour'd will, 
Which hath my life directed, ev'n in death 
Shall not forsake me; and thy faithful wife 
Shall with obedience meet thy last commands. 
But canst thou tell me? Is it hard to die? 
Dum. Oh! rather ask me, if to live in shame, 320 
Captivity, and sorrow, be not hard ? Es 
Ven. Oh, miserable! 
Dum. In a foreign land 
The painful toils of servitude to bear 
From an imperious mistress? 
Ven. Dreadful thought 
Dum. Or be insulted with the hateful love 
Of some proud master? 
Ven. Oh, proceed | ; 
No further! | ; 33a 
Dum. From thy native seat of dwelling, N 
From all the known endearments of thy home, 
From parents, children, friends, and husband torn. 
Ven. Stop there, and reach the potion; nor to drink 
The cure of troubles, will I longer pause. [Exit Dum, 
For ev'ry pass'd possession of delight, x: 1 
Both in my offspring and their godlike sire, 
A dying matron bends her grateful knee. 
Ye all-disposing pow'rs! as now these blessings 
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Must reach their period, to my sons transfer 349 
That copious goodness I have shar'd so long! | 
Through my resigning soul that promise breathe, 

And my last moments comfort thus with peace 


- | Re-enter DumNoRIx with a Bowl. 


Dum. [ Avide, seeing Venusia on her knees. | Hold, resolution; ; 
now be doubly arm'd, 
[ He gives her the Bowl, = be drinks, 

« Now stand a while before the fanning breeze; 
« So with its subtle energy the potion, 
* Less rudely stealing on the pow'rs of life, 
Will best perform its office, to remove _ 
« Pain, fear, and grief for ever from thy breast. p 
Dost thou not feel already ev*ry terror | 350 
Begins to lessen, that a calm suceeeds 
Within thy bosom, banishing the sense 
Of present pain, and fear of future woes ? 
How dost thou fare, V.enusia ? 

Ven. I perceive 
No alteration ; every sense remains 


Yet unimpair'd. Then while these moments last, A 
Let me on thee direct my eyes to gaze, 3 

While unobstructed still their sight endure 8 
Let me receive thee to my faithful bosom, 360 


Before my heart is motionless and cold. 

Speak to me, Dumnorix, my lord, my husband! 

Give one kind accent to thy dying wife, 

Ere yet my ears be frozen, and thy voice 

Be heard no longer; join thy lip to mine, 

While I can feel thy last and tenderest kisses. 
Dum. Ves, I will utter to thy dying ear 

All my fond heart, sustain thee on my bosom, 
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And cheer thy parting spirit in its flight. F | 
Oh, wheresoe'er thy fleeting breath shall pass, 370 


Whate'er new body, as the Druids sing, 
Thou shalt inform hereafter, still thy soul, 


Thou gentle, kind, and ever-pleasing creature, 


Shall bear its own felicity along, 
Still in its native sweetness shall be bless'd, 


And in its virtue, which can thus subdue 

The fear of death, still brave the pow'r of fortune ! 

But thou begin'st to droop ! | | 
Ven. My eyes grow dizzy. 379 
Dum. Keep firm, my heart. Aude. 
Ven. A heaviness, like sleep: 5 

O' ercomes my senses Every limb is faint—— 


Thy voice is scarce distinguish'd f in my ears. 


Hum. Indeed! | — 
Ven. Alas, thou look'st 50 kindly on 8 
My weak and darken'd sight deceives me sure, 
Or thy fond eye did never yet o'erflow e 
With tenderness like this. 
Dum, I never view'd thee | 
For the last time. ? | | 390 
Ven. Look, look upon me Still E771 
Why dost thou turn thy face away ? 
Dum. For nothing. 
Ven. Nay, thou art weeping, Duninorit—And wherefore 
Wouldst thou conceal thy tears ? 
Dum. I cannot hide them. 
Fen. And dost thou e 4 
Dum. I do. 1 
Ven. Then didst thou love me | | | 
With such excess of fondness ? For Venusia „ 
Do these soft streams bedew that awful face? ” 
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Dum. Love thee! Behold, when Albion groans around me, 
Yet thou these springs of tenderness canst open, 
To wet the cheeks of Britich Dumnorix, h 
Ven. Oh, ecstacy ! which stops my parting soul, 
And gives it vigour to enjoy these transports 
Once more receive me to thy breast. 
Dum. Venusia! | 
Ven. Thy tenderness makes death delightful to me 
Oh, I would speak! would answer to wp kindness— 410 
My falt'ring tongue 
Dum. What say'st thou? 
Ven. Cease tÞ grieve 
No pain molests me — every thought is calm 
Support my drowsy burthen to that couch 
Where death—serenely smiles. Hs bears her of. 


Enter FLAMINUS, peaking to the Romans behind the Scene. 
Flam. My warlike friends, 

Keep back - Our troops on every side a ; 

I cannot long control them. Yet I tremble 

| To enter there By Heav'n, he lives, and sees me! 420 


| Re-enter DUM 2 wth his Saword drawn. 


Dum. Importunate inius! art thou come 
To rob my dying moments of their quiet? 

Flam. Forgive the crime of ignorance— Forgive, 
Since accident hath Join'd us once again, 
If strong compassion at thy fate, yet pleads —— 

Dum. What, when Venusia is no more ? 

Flam. No more! | 

Dum. No; and be further lesson'd by a Briton, 
Who, since his union with the best of women, 
Hath never known an interval from love, 
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And at this solemn pause yet melts in fondness; 

While death's black curtain shrouds my cold Venusia, 

Of dearer value doth my soul esteem her, 

'Than should those eyes rekindle into hustre, 

And ev'ry charm revive with double pow'r 

Of winning beauty, if alone to shine 

Amid the gloom of bondage. 


Flam. I will urge | 
No more. Farewell—our legions hover nigh, [ Exit. 
Dum. Now in my breast resume thy wonted seat, 440 


Thou manly firmness, which so oft has borne me 

Through ev'ry toil and danger. Oh, return, 
Rise o'er my sorrow, and complete thy last, 
Thy highest task, to close a life of glory 

They come Be swift, my sword By thee to fall, 
Near that dear clay extended, best becomes 0 
A Soldier's « courage, and a husband's love. [Brie 


Enter ExoBarBus, FLAMINUS, and Romans, 


L£Enob. To Boadicea's quarter I advanc'd, 
At thy request, who, since her last defeat; 
Blind with despair anch disappointed hy. 450 
Fled to her tent; expiring there 1 found her, e 
With one ill-fated daughter, both by poison : 
Nor had the friendly Emmeline-escap'd, 
But by the vit prevention of my hand. 
Dost thou not thank me, whose suggestion prompted 
Our quick return to seize the secret pass? | 
Thou gav'st me freedom; love and fame repay thee. 
| Flam. If thou couldst add, that Dumnorix surviv'd——- 
| LEndb. [ Looking into the tent.] THE seest the _ Gave 
otherwise decreed. _ "0 
Forbear to mingle yain gee with conquest "os 
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He hath done nobly. Fair befall his urn. 
Death is his triumph, which a captive life 
Had forfeited to Rome, with all the praise 
Now from the virtuous to his ashes due. 
Flam. Then art thou fall'n at last, thou mighty tow? r. 
And more than Roman edifice of glory ? 
See, too, Venusia, pale in death's embrace, 
Presents her faded beauties. Lovely ruin ! 
Of ev'ry grace and virtue once the seat, | 
The last kind office from my hand receive, 93 
Which shall unite thee to thy husband's side, | 
And to one grave your mingling reliques trust. 
There soon a hallow'd monument shall rise; 
Insculptor'd laurel with the myrtle twin'd, 
The d ee stone adorning, shall proclaim 
His gen'rous valour, and thy faithful love. [Excunt omnes. 
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Ne or abe have shewn the Cd fruits of stri 7 
A hero bleeding with a virtuous wy, 

A field of war embru'd with nations gore, 
Which to the dust the hopes of Albicn bore : 
Tf aveak description, and the languid flow 

Of strains unequal to this theme of woe, 

Have fail'd to move the sympathising breast, 
And no tft eyes their melting Sense expreits 


© Not all the wit this after scene might share 


Can give success where you refus'd a tear; ( 


Much less, if happy still the poet's art 


Hath stolen persuasive to the feeling heart, 
Will be with fancy's wanton hand efface _ 
From gen rous minds compastion's pleasing trace; 

Nor from their thoughts, while pensive they pursue 

This maze of sorrow, snatch the moral clue. 

125 et to him those powers of sacred Song 

Ta melt the heart, and raite the mind, belong, 

Dar d he to hope this shetch af early youth 

Might stand th' award of nature and of truth, \ 
Encourag'd thus, hereafter might he scar | 

With double strength, and loftier scenes explore, 

And, following fortune through her various wiles, 

Shew struggling virtue, dress'd in tears, or miles; 


. Perhaps his grateful labours would requite 


14 


With e Frings one propitious night. 
a oO RH Ee | 


THE END, 


8 ” 
J — 


TRE MIN OR. 


W 


- — 5 9 


* 
WW 


77777 
Wd 


A 
U 
e 


OI TIT | 


| W 1 


8 
J 
*. 


WW 

JV 

Ne * oY 
[17/700 —_— 


N 


4 


—  - - - 
— —-„—-— 
— 


2 10S 1 . 
F > 8 
- 25 
2 1 r- 
: — 22 Is . e 
1 2 — 7 
„ e,, 7 
= > — ———— - - - - D 
— — £ — 
—— L. - — — 
— ——ů—ů—— —ꝛ—ꝓͤ—ä— 


Me ANGELO DS COLE. 
Lone Printed r J. Bell Britiſh Library, Strand. g pt: 29 4792, 


Wu NT OO OT Te i 
CES. Ie og: 2 
E 1 a P 
. 1 < + hr es 


2 wok . 
8 ol = x 2 
* 


— 


» 
FS . - 
= 


5 = —===———\ | 
7 YN WJ * 


L eney goulp. 


— 


I ED ENG 


* — — . y 4 a * P . : . . . — , AO 
e n — — 2 — — 5 nets op; „„ 1 2 P 9 9 — — — — A P . deat - » . 1 & Jn 
6 — · Yn or rom "7. wit 2 — — _ * 8, 7 ; n a — 4% a wire en, 
— p p N b 2 


1 Tye ith 

gear L N ATE - : . : a Witte 
1117145 5 5 n De tl ir, UTI 1710/8 

f OHNO anne 
Winne 717 17 
„„en [ 110 
1 9 i i 
%. , un i 
„ e oe th 

ee, 
4 „%, t 

NING 
EET 5 


wn i =) 


g LIES * 8 
e 6 


by ' 


2942792. 


"I 
Pi 
we 
; ay, 
16 4 wa 
\ 1 
lh | | q = 9 | Z 
of \ J 
by Z 
Fl 5 4 
e = 

\ 14% 28) wh. 00 
Wy A [tg 45 
\ NEAR 3 „ | | # 8 
* 
— 
E 

5 : 
— 24 
S_———I " 3 

nn | = bay 1. 4 Many 4 E 


U 


5 
ten 


© 
7 


" 2114 « 2 < 
TIT "CT 1 . 
' ot 
i 1e 8 
i tivtitiviant « 
* 
* 5 ' 
1 
2 ; 
* by d$ 
, — 9 * 
.* 
; . 
* ! * 
. * * * «© + - 
1 8 L , 


i 


Fray 
SHS” 
3 


1 


7 


o 


— ß Weg oder res ns «x,y 


5 


THE MINOR: 


A 


COMEDY. 


BY SAMUEL FOOTE, ESR. 


ADAPTED FOR 


THEATRICAL REPRESENTATION, 


AS PERFORMED AT THE 


THEATRES-ROYAL, DRURY-LANE AND COVENT-CARDEN. 


__ —— "I 
TE - 5 5 
Fo © 3 
1 Fo. > 


5 5 


REGULATED ren r Þn01027-B00K8, 
By Permiatien ot Manager, | 
— 2 


& The Lines distinguished by inverted Commas, are omitted in the Representation. 


| LONDON: 
* — — 
Printed for the Proprietors, under the DireBfion of Joun BeLL, 
British Library, STRAND, 
Bookseller to His Royal Highness the Prince of Wales. 
800 KI. 


——U—ü ä— —— — 


— 


TO HIS GRACE 


WILLIAM 
| DUKE OF DEVONSHIRE, 
Lord Chamberlain of His Majesty 8 Household. 
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MY LORD, 
THE MINOR, who is indebted for his appearance on the | 
Stage to your Grace s indulgence, begs leave to deire Jour 
Further protection, at his — into the world. 


'Thongh the allegiance due fine the whole dramatic people 
to your Grace's station, might place this address in the light 
of a natural tribute; yet, my Lord I should not have taken that 
liberty with the Duke of Devonshire, if I could not at the | 
ame time, plead come little utility in the design of my piece; 
and add, that the public PE ine. _ Stamped a value 
on the execution. 5 & 2 Y 25 

r 

The law, * threw Wa e inder the absolute govern- 
ment of a Lord Chamberlain, WD not fail to fill the minds 
of all the objects of that power with very gloomy apprehen- 
Sions : they found themselves (through their own licentious- 
ness, it must be confessed) in a more precarious dependent 
state, than any other of His Majesty's subjects. But when 
their direction was lodged in the hands of a nobleman, whose 
ancestors had So successfully struggled for national liberty, 
they ceaxed to fear for their own. It was not from a patron 
of the liberal arts they were to "_—_— an oppressor ; it was 
not from the friend of freedom, and of man, they were to 
dread partial monopolies, or the establishment of petty mm 
Ries. . 


Their cad wishes are accomplished; none of their 
rights haze been invaded, except what, without the firs: 


ee rr — 2 


— none 
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Iv r DEDICATION, 


cards authority, I should not venture to call a ate. the 


Jus Nocendi. 


Yaur tenderness, my Lord, for all the bs of the 
Muses, has been in no instance more conspicuous, than in 
your late favour to me, the meanest of their train ; your 
Grace has thrown open (for those who are denied admittance 
into the Palaces of Parnassus) a cottage on its borders, where 
the unhappy migrants may be, if not W at least, 
hosputably entertained. 


I shall detain your Genes: no. 3 than Joie to echo. the 
public voice, that, for the honour, progress, and perfection of 
letters, your Grace may long continue TOO GORE OOO 


tyhio have always been their generous protector. 
I have the honour, n my Lord, to be, with the greatest respect, 


e | . 
| Your Grace's moo duriful, | 
Most obliged, | 
| "— obedient Servant, 
 Elleatre, 5 8 SAανε. Took. 
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THE MINOR. 


. Tus Dramas of this Writer, having been founded upon the 
floating incidents and the characters of his own time, have no 
other claims upon posterity than what their keenness of wit 

and fertility of humour may give. Few of them are like 
SHAKSPERE's Representations of General Nature. The cha- 
racers are not those of the Class, but the individ, and 
when the original is snatched from our recollection, the copy 
is thereby abated of its principal power to please. They 
therefore depend more upon mimicry than just conception, 
and his personages will continue to be traditionally played in 
the manner that FoorTs, their creator, performed them, 


This bar to his perpetuity of Fame affects the present Play 
less than most of his Collection. The Minor can be scarcely 
out of vogue while we have a Ba wo in the Stews, an 
AUCTIONEER in the r or a METHODIST in the 


Pulpit. 


It may be desirable to transmit, that the ci sketched 
under the appellations of Mother Cole, Smirk, and Shift, were 
very just imitations of the well-known Mother DouGLas, 
Mr. Lax ORD the Auctioneer, and GEORGE WHITFIELD 


the ae. | 


The present Play was happily conducive to opening the 
eyes of Men upon the pernicious principles of the wretched 
Devotees of the Tabernable. It is at all times dangerous to 
attack any mode of piety, but true devotion. suffered little, 


it is e on the present occasion. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


Enter CAN KER and SMART. 


Ah SAR 


Smart. 
Bur are you sure he has leave ? 
anl. Certain. 
mart. I'm damn'd glad on't. For now we shall have a 
laugh either with him, or at him, it does not signify which. 
Cank. Not a farthing. 
Smart. D'you know his scheme? 
| Cank. Not I——But is not the door of the Little Theatre 
open ? | 
Smart. Yes. Who is that fellow that Seems to stand 
centry there? | 10 
Cank. By his tattered garb, and wn 2 . he must be 
one of the troop. = 
Smart. PII call him. —Halloo, Mr.. 


Enter Pran TTY | 
What, i is | there any thing going on over ths? way ? 
Pearte. A rehearsal. 
Smart. Of what ? 
Pearse, A new piece, 


3 INTRODUCTION» 
Smart, Foote's ? 


Paarse. Ves. | | . 
Cant. Is he there? Os 29 
Pearce. He is. 2 
Smart. Zounds, let us go and see what he i is bout 
Cant. With all my heart. | 

Smart, Come along then. | [ reuut. 


Enter Foor RE, Je Azer. 


Fes Sir, this will never do; you must get rid of your 
high notes, and country cant, Oh, tis the true strolling.— 


Enter SuART and CAREER. 
Smart. Ha, ha, ha! what, hard at it, my boy Here's 
your old friend Canker and I come for a Peep. Tos and 


hey, what is your plan? ſ 30 
Foote. Plant! 
Smart. Ay, what are your characters ? Give us N groupe; 
how is your cloth filled? | 
| Fioote. Characters! 


Smart. Ay. Come, come, communicate. What, man, 
we will jend thee a lift. I have a damned fine original for 
thee, an aunt of my own, just come from the North, with 
the true Newcastle bur in her throat; and a nose and a chin. 
I am afraid she is not well enough known : but 1 have a 
remedy for that. Ill bring her the first night of your piece, 
place her in a conspicuous station, and whisper the secret to 
the whole house. That will be damned fine, won't it? 
Foote. Oh, delicious! ” 43 
Smart. But don't name me. or if she smokes me for 
the author, I shall be dashed out of her codicil in a hurry. 
Foote, Oh, never fear me. But 1 should think your uncle 


Tom a better character. 


IF 
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Smart, What, the politician? | I 5 48 
_ Foote. Aye; that every day, after dinner, as soon as the 
cloth is removed, fights the battle of Minden, batters the 
French with cherry-stones, and pursues them to the banks 
of the Rhine, in a stream of spilt port. 

Smart. Oh, damn it, he?ll do. 

Foote. Or what say you to your father-in-law, Sir Timo- 
thy? who, though as broken-winded as a Hounslow post- 
horse, is eternally chaunting RO ballads. ener: tore 
cara higlia. 

Smart. Admirable! * Heavens — you got wt. * 

Foote. No. | 

Smart. Then in with 3 my boy. | 60 

Foote. Not one. | 3 

Smart, Pr'ythee why not ? | 

Foote. Why, look'e, Smart, though you are; in the lan- 
guage of the world, my friend, yet there is one min you, 
I am sure, love better than any . r 

Smart. What's that ? 

Foote, Mischief. 

Smart. No, pr'ythee x- | 

Foote. How now am I sure that you, who 80 readily vive 
up your relations, may not have some design upon me? _ 

Smart. I don't understand you, 71 

| Foote. Why, as soon as my characters begin to circulate a 
little successfully, my mouth is stopped in a minute by the 
clamour of your relations. Oh, damme— tis a Shame— — 
it should not be people of distinction brought upon the 
stage. And so, out of compliment to your cousins, I am 
to be beggared for treating the public with the follies of your 
family, at your on request. | 

Smart, How can you think I would be such a dog? What 
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the devil, then, are we to have nothing personal? Give us 


the actors, however. | 81 i 
Foote. Oh, that's stale. Besides, I think they have, of all 


men, the best right to complain. 


Smart. How so? | 
Foote. Because, by rendering them ridiculous in their pro- 


feession, you, at the same time, injure their pockets.. 


Now, as to the other gentry, they have providentially some- 
thing besides their understanding to rely upon; and the 


only injury they can receive is that the whole town is then 


diverted with what, before, was only the amusement of pri- 
vate parties. 91 
| Cank. Give us then a national portrait : a Scotchman or 
an Irishman. 

Foote. If you mean merely the diale@ of thi two countries, 
I cann't think it either a subject of satire or humbur; it is 
an accidental unhappiness, for which a man is no more ac- 
countable than the colour of his hair. Now, affectation I 
take to be the true comic object. If, indeed, a North Bri- 


ton, struck with a scheme of reformation, should advance 


from the banks of the Tweed to teach the English the true 


pronunciation of their ewn language, he would, I think, 


merit your laughter: nor would a Dublin mechanic, who, 
from heading the Liberty-boys in a skirmish on Ormond 
Quay; should think he had a right to prescribe military laws 
to the first commander in Europe, be a less ridiculous object. 
Smart. Are there such? 106 
. Foote. If you mean that the blunders of a few peasants, 


or the partial principles of a single scoundrel, are to stand 
as characteristical marks of a whole country; your pride may 


produce a laugh, but, believe me, tis at the expence of your 


understanding. 
Cant. Heyday, what a yitem is here! Laws for laugh- 
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ing !—And pray, sage sir, instru& us when we may laugh 
with propriety. _ 114 
Foote. At an old beau, a 3 beauty, a military 
coward, a stuttering orator, or a gouty dancer. In short, 
whoever affects to be what he is not, or strives to be what he 
cannot, is an object worthy of the poet's pen, and your mirth. 

Smart. Psha, I don't know what you mean by your is nots 
and cannots damned abstruse jargon.—la, Canker! 

Cant. Well, but if you will not give us persons, let us 
have things. Treat us with a modern amour, and a state 
intrigue, or a | 123 

Foote. And so amuse the public ear at the expence of pri- | 
vate peace. You must excuse me. 

Cant. And with these principles you expect to thrive on 
this spot ? 

Smart. No, no, it won't do. I tell thee the ke roast 
and boiled of the theatres will never do at this table. We 
must have high-seasoned ragoits, and rich sauces. 

Foote, Why, perhaps, by way of dessert, 1 _ produce 
something that may hit your palate. 132 

Smart, Your bill of fare ? eee 

Foote. What think you of one of those itinerant field- 
orators, who, though at declared enmity with common 
sense, have the address to poison the principles, and, at the 
same time, pick the pockets of half our industrious er 


subjects? 
Cant. Have a care. Dangerous ground. Ludere cum ca- 
cris, you know. ; F NE 140 


Foote. Now I look upon it in a different manner. I con- 
sider these gentlemen in the light of public performers, like 
myself; and whether we exhibit at Tottenham-Court or the 
Hay-Market, our 3 is the same, and the place i is im- 
material. | | 

Cank, 88 indeed, if! it be eee, 
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. Foote. Nay, more, I must beg leave to assert, that ridicule 
is the only antidote against this pernicious poison. This is 
a madness that argument can never cure: and should a little 
wholesome severity be applied, persecution would be the 
immediate cry: where then can we have recourse but to the 
comic muse? Perhaps, the archness and severity of her smile 
may redress an evil that the laws cannot reach, or reason 
reclaim. : 7 3+ 

Cant. Why, if 1 it does not cure PEE 8 dicterpered, 
it may be a means to stop the infection. 

Smart. But how is your scheme conducted? 

Foote. Of that you may judge. We are just going upon 
a repetition of the s — e be glad to have your 
opinion. | 160 

Smart. We will give it you. | 

- Foote. One indulgence : as you are Englichmen,'T think, I 
need not beg that, as from necessity most of my performers. 
are new, you will allow for their 1 Nee canon _ mere 
their timidity. | 

Smart. But reasonable. 

© Forte. Come then, prompter, begin. 

| Pearse. Lord, sir, we are all at a stand. . 

Fvate. What's the matter ? rs 169 

 Pearze, Mrs. O'Schohnesy has 8 the part of the 
8 3 she says she is a gentlewoman, and it would be a re 
flection on her family to do _ Such 28 85 ! | 

' Foote. Indeed! | 

Pearte. If it had been only a whore, says this I chouls not- 
have minded i it; because no lady need be ashamed of doing 


| that. 7 1 


Foot. Well, there is no 0 help for it; but these gentlemen 


| must not be ane 25 eat ee I' do the character my- 


self. Fa [Freun 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
— 


Enter Sir WILLIAM WEALTHY, and Mr. RI HARD 
WEALTHY. 


* 


| | Sir William. 

Cour, come, 1 I know the world. People who have 
their attention eternally fixed upon one object, cann't help 
being a little narrow in their notions. 

R. Weal. A sagacious remark that, and highly probable, 
that we merchants, who maintain a constant correspondence 
with the four quarters of the world, should know less of it 
than your fashionable fellows, whose whole experience is 
bounded by Westminster- bridge. 

Sir Will. Nay, brother, as a proof that 1 am not blind to 
the benefit of travelling, George, you know, has been in 
Germany these four years. 1 
K. Weal. Where he is well - grounded in gaming and glut- 
tony; France has furnished him with fawning and flattery; 
Italy equipp'd him with capriols and cantatas: and thus ac- 
complished, my young gentleman is returned with a cargo of 
whores, cooks, valets de chambre, and fiddlesticks, a most 
valuable member of the British commonwealth. | 

Sir Will. You dislike then my One of education? 

K. Meal. Most sincerely. | 7 

Sir Will. The whole ? | | 20 

R. Meal. Every particular. | 

Sir Will. The early part, I should imagine, ne merit 
your approbation. 
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R. Neal. Least of all. What, I suppose, because he has 
run the gauntlet through a public school, where, at sixteen, 
he had practised more vices, than he would —_— have 
heard of at sixty. | 

Sir Will. Ha, ha, prejudice ! 28 

R. Weal. Then, indeed, you removed hits: to the Uni- 
versity ; where, lest his morals should be mended, and his 
understanding improved, you fairly set him free from the 
restraint of the one, and the drudgery of the other, by the 
privileged distinction of a silk gown and a velvet cap. 

Sir Will. And all these evils, you think, a city education 
would have prevented ? 

R. Neal. Doubtless,—Proverbs, proverbs, brother William, 
convey wholesome instruction. Idleness is the root of all 


evil. Regular hours, constant employment, and good ex- 


awple, cann't fail to form the mind. % 
Sir Will. Why truly, brother, had you stuck to your old 


civic vices, hypocrisy, cozenage, and avarice, I don't know 


whether I might not have committed George to your care; 


but you cockneys now beat us suburbians at our own weapons. 


What; old boy, times are changed since the date of thy in- 


dentures; when the sleek, crop-eared *prentice used 


dangle after his mistress, with the great bible under his ar 


to St. Bride's on a Sunday; bring home the text, repeat the 


divisions of the discourse, dine at twelve, and regale upon a 
gaudy day with buns and beer at Islington, or Mile End. 
R. Weal. Wonderfully facetious ! 45:80 
Sir Fill. Our modern lads are of a different metal. They 
have their gaming clubs in the Garden, their little lodgings, 
the snug depositories of their rusty swords, and occasional 
bag-wigs; their horses for the turf; ay, and their commis- 


sions of bankruptcy too, before they are well out of their 


time, 
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R. Neal. Infamous aspersion ! 
Sir Will. But the last meeting at a Lord Lofty 


received at the hazard- table the identical note from the indi- 


vidual taylor to whom he had paid it but the day before, for 


a new $ liveries. \ Gy 
» Weal. Invention! 
Sir Will. These are anecdotes yoo will never meet with in 


your weekly travels from Cateaton-street to your boarded 


box in Clapham, brother.. 
R. Weal. And yet that boarded box, as your prodigal 
spendthrift proceeds, will soon be the only seat of the family. 


Sir Will. May be not. Who knows what a reformation | 


our project may produce 


RN. Wal. I do. None at all. . 70 


Sir Will, Why so? 

R. Wal. Because your means are ill-proportioned to their 
end. Were he my son, I would serve him —- 

Sir Will. As you have done your ber ear os him. 
But consider, I have but one. 

R. Meal. That would weigh nothing with me; for, was 
Charlotte to set up a will of her own, and reject the man of 
my choice, she must expect to share the fate of her sister. I 
consider families as a smaller kind of kingdoms, and would 
have disobedience in the one as severely punished as rebellion 
in the other. Both cut off from their respective societies. 
Sir Will. Poor Lucy But surely you begin to relent. 
Mayn't I intercede. 83 
K. Meal. Look'e, brother, you know my mind. I will be 
absolute. If I meddle with the management of your son, it 
is at your own request; but if directly or indirectly you in- 
terfere with my banishment of that wilful, headstrong, dis- 
obedient hussy, all ties between us are broke; and I shall no 
more remember you as a brother, than I do her as a child. 


| 
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Sir Will. I have done. But to return. You think there 
is a probability in my plan? | 91 
R. Weal. I shall attend the issue. g 
Sir Will, You will lend your aid however; 
K. Meal. We shall see how you go on. 


Serv. A letter, sir. 8 | | | | 
Sir Will. Oh, from Capias, my attorney. Who brought it? 


Serv. The person is without, sir. 
1 Will. Bid him wait. [ Neads.] [Exit Servants. 


© WorTHY 8125 99 
The bearer is the person I promised to procure. 1 
thought it was proper for you to examine him in viva woce. 
So if you administer a few interrogatories, you will find, by 
 cross-questioning him, whether he is a competent person to 
prosecute the cause you wot of. I wish you a speedy issue: 
and as there can be no default in your judgment, am of opi- 
nion it should be carried into immediate execution. I am, 

ae Sir, Cc. | | 
© TiworTuY Carias, 


=” ep; br party's name is Samuel Shift. He is an ad- 
| mirable mime, or mimic, and most delectable company; as 

we experience every Tuesday night at our club, the Magpye 
| . e Fetterdlane,” | 112 


„ "EE 


Enter Servant. 


Bid the ,perxon who brought this letter walk in. brenn 
Hlave you any curiosity, brother? 
E. Weak. Not a jot. I must to the . In theorems | 
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ing you may find me in the counting-house, or at 

Jonathan's. [Exit R. Wealthy. 
Sir Will, You shall hear from me. | 


Enter 81 IFT and Servant. 


Shut the door, John, and remember, I am not at home. 
[Exit Serv.] You came from Mr. Capias ? 121 

Shift. I did, sir. 

Sir Will. Your name, I think, i is Shift? 

Shift, It is, sir. 

Sir Will, Did Mr. Capias drop any hint of my business 
with you ? 

Shift, None. He only said, with his eee on his 
nose, and his hand upon his chin, Sir William Wealthy is a 
respectable personage, and my client; he wants to retain you 
in a certain affair, and will open the case, and give you your 
brief himself: if you adhere to his instructions, and carry 
your cause, he is generous, ans will discharge your bill 
without taxation. 133 

Sir Will. Ha, ha! my friend Cakes to a hair! Well, Sir, 

this is no bad specimen of your abilities. But see that the 
door is fast. Now, sir, you are to—— | 

Shift, A moment's pause, if you please. You must know, 
Sir William, I am a prodigious admirer of forms. Now Mr. 
Capias tells me, that it is always the rule to administer A 
retaining fee before you enter upon the merits. 140 

Sir Will. Oh, sir, I beg your pardon ! 

Shift. Not that I question your generoxity z but forms you 
know—_ 

Sir Will, No apology, I beg. But as we are to have a 
We connection, it may not be amiss, b of intro- 
duction, to understand one another a little. Pray sir, where 
was you born ? | 
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Shit. At my father's. 

Sir Will, Hum! And what was he? 

Shift, A gentleman. 150 
Sir Will. What was you bred ? 
Shift. A gentleman. 

Sir Will. How do you live? 

. Shift. Like a gentleman, | 
Sir Will. Could nothing induce you to unbosom yourself? 
Shift. Look'e, Sir William, there is a kind of something 

in your countenance, a certain openness and generosity, a je 

ne 5gai quoi in your manner, that I will unlock : you shall see 
me all, | | 
Sir Will. You will oblige me. | 160 

Sbg. You must know then, that Fortune, which fre- 

quently delights to raise the noblest structures from the 

simplest foundations; who, from a taylor made a pope, from 

a gin-shop an empress, and many a prime minister from 

nothing at all, has thought fit to raise me to my present 

height, from the humble employment of r your Honour 

— a link boy. 
Sir Hill. A We eee were your parents? | 
Shift. I was produced, sir, by a left-handed marriage, in 

the language of the news. papers, between an illustrious 

lamp-lighter and an eminent itinerant cat and dog butcher. 

— Cat's meat, and dog s meat. I dare say you have heard | 

my mother, sir. But as to this happy pair I owe little be- 

sides my being, I shall drop them where they dropt me—in 

the street. 175 

Sir Will. Proceed. | | : | 
Shift. My first knowledge of the world I owe to a school, 

which has produced many a great man — the avenues of the 

play-house. There, sir, leaning on my extinguished link, I 

learned dexterity from pick-pockets, connivance from con- 


AX I. THE MINOR. 19 
stables, politics and fashion from footmen, and the art of 


making and breaking a promise from their masters. Here, 
sirrah, light me across the kennel. I hope your honour 
will remember poor Jack. — Vou ragged rascal, I have no 
halfpence——T'Il pay you the next time I see you——But, 
lack-a-day, sir, that time I saw as seldom as his tradesmen. 
Sir Will. Very well. 

Shift, To these accomplishments from without the theatre, 

I must add one that obtained within, | 
Sir Will. How did you gain admittance there? 190 
Shift. My merit, sir, that, like my link, threw a radiance 
round me,——A detachment from the head quarters here, 
pk possession, in the summer, of a country corporation, 
where I did the honours of the barn, by sweeping the stage, 
and clipping the candles. There my skill and address was 
so conspicuous, that it procured me the same office the en- 


Suing winter, at Drury-Lane, where I 96s FAD) 8 


the crown of all my virtues. 

Sir Will. How did you obtain that? | 199 

Shift, By my post. For I think, sir, he that dares stand 
the shot of the gallery in lighting, snuffing, and sweeping, 
the first night of a new play, may bid defiance to the ET 
with all its customary compliments. 

Sir Will. Some truth in that, | | 

Shift. But an unlacky crab-apple, apply'd to my right eye, 
by a patriotic gingerbread-baker from the Borough, who 
would not suffer three dancers from Switzerland, because he 
hated the French, forced me to a precipitate retreat. 

Sir Will. Poor devil ! 209 


Shift. Broglio and Contades have done the same. But, as 


It happened, like a tennis-ball, I rose hi gher than the rebound. 
Sir Will, How so? 
Shift. My misfortune, sir, moved the compassion of one 
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of our performers, a whimsical man, he took me into his 
service. To him I owe, what I believe, will make me useful 
to you. e 
Sir Will. Explain. 217 
| Shift, Why, sir, my master was remarkably happy in an 
art, which, however disesteemed at present, is, by Tully, 
reckoned amongst the perfections of an orator; mimickry. 
Sir Will. Why, you are deeply read, Mr. Shift! 
Shift, A smattering.—But as I was saying, sir, nothing 
came amiss to my master. Bipeds, or quadrupeds; rationals, 
f or animals ; from the clamour of the bar, to the cackle of 
the barn-door ; from the soporific twang of the tabernacle 
of Tottenham-Court, to the melodious bray of their long- 
eared brethren in Bunhill-Fields ; all were objects of his imi- 
tation, and my attention. In a word, sir, for two whole 
years, under this professor, I studied and starved, impo- 
verished my body, and pampered my mind; till thinking my- 
Self pretty nearly equal to my master, I made him one of his 
own bows, and set up for myself. | ; 232 
Sir Will. You have been successful, I hope. : 
Shift, Pretty well, I cann't complain. My art, sir, is a 
fass-par-teut, I seldom want employment. Let's see how 
stand my engagements. ¶ Pulls out a pocket-book.) Hum 
hum. Oh! Wednesday at Mrs. Gamut's near Hanover- 
square; there, there, I shall make a meal upon the Min- 
gotti ; for her ladyship is in the opera interest; but, how. 
ever, I shall revenge her cause upon her rival Mattei. Sunday 
evening at Lady Sustinuto's concert. Thursday I dine upon 
the actors, with ten Templars, at the Mitre in Fleet-street. 
Friday I am to give the amorous parly of two intriguing cats 
in a gutter, with the disturbing of a hen-roost, at Mr. Deputy 
Sugarsop's, near the Monument. So, sir, you see my hands 
are full. In short, Sir William, there is not a buck or a 
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turtle devoured within the bills of mortality, but there I 
may, if I please, stick a napkin under my chin. 

Sir Will. Pm afraid, Mr. Shift, 1 must break in a little 
upon your engagements: but you shall not be a loser by 
the bargain. - 251 

Shift. Command me. 

Sir Will, You can be secret as well as cerviceable ? 

Shift. Mute as a mackrel. | 

Sir Will, Comes hither then, If you betray me to my 
son 

Shift. Scalp me. 

Sir Will. Enough. — You must know then, the hopes of 
our family are, Mr. Shift, centered in one boy.) 

Shift. And I warrant he is a hopeful one. ” 05:42 
Sir Will, No interruption, I beg. George has been abroad 
these four years, and, from his late behaviour, I have reason 
to believe, that, had a certain event nen which 1 am 
afraid he wished my death 

Shift. Ves; thatjs natural enough. 

Sir Will. Nay, pray — there would soon be an end to an 
ancient and honourable family. 

Shift. Very melancholy indeed. But families, like be- 
soms, will wear to the stumps, and 8 95 fret out, as you 
pw e 
Sir Will. Pr *ythee, peace for five minutes. | 

Shift. I am tongue-ty'd. 

Sir Will., Now I have projected a scheme to prevent this 
calamity. 

Shift. 1 I should be glad to hear that. 

Sir Will. I am going to tell it you. 

Shift. Proceed. _,, 

Sir Will. George, as I have contrived it, shall experience | 
all the misery of real ruin, without running the least risque. 
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Shift. [Aa that will be a coup de maitre. 4 280 

Sir Will. J have ran upon his _— a wealthy citi- 
Zen 
Sin. I don't like a city olat. 

Sir Will, I tell thee it is my own, 

Shift, I beg pardon. 5 5 | 

Sir Will. My brother, I say, some time since, wrote him 
a circumstantial account of my death ; upon which he is re- 
turned, in full expectation of succeeding to my estate. 


Shift. Immediately. Ru | 
Sir Will. No; when at age. In about three months. 
Shift. I understand you. | | 291 


Sir Will. Now, sir, guessing into what hands my heedless 
boy would naturally fall, on his return, I have, in a feigned 
character, associated myself with a set of rascals, who will 
spread every bait that can flatter folly, inflame extravagance, 
allure inexperience, or catch credulity. And when, by their 
means, he thinks himself reduced to the last extremity z 
lost even to the most distant hope 3 

Shift. What then? | 299 

Sir Will. Then I will step in like his guardian-angel, and 
Snatch him from perdition. If, mortified by misery, he be- 
comes conscious of his errors, I have saved my son; but if, 
on the other hand, gratitude cann't bind, nor ruin reclaim 
him, I will cast him out, as an alien to my blood, and trust 
for the support of my name and family to a remoter branch. 

Shift. Bravely resolved. But what part am I to sustain 
in this drama ? [ite | 

Sir Will. Why George, you are to know; is 8 stript 
of what money he could command, by two sharpers: but as 
I never trust them out of my sight, they randy deceive me. 

Shift. Out of your sight! = 311 

Sir Will. Why, I tell thee, I am one of hy knot; an 
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adept in the science; can slip, shuffle, cog, or cut with the 
best of them. | 
Shift. How do you escape your son's notice? 
Sir Will, His firm persuasion of my death, with the extra- 
vagance of my disguise.— Why, I would engage to elude 
. your penetration, when I am beau'd out for the baron, 
But of that by and by. He has recourse, after his ill suc- 
cess, to the cent. per cent. gentry, the usurers, for a further 
Supply. 321 
Shift. Natural 8 5 | 
Sir Will. Pray, do you know=——l forgot his name—a 
wrinkled old fellow, in a thread-bare coat? He sits every 
morning, from twelve till two, in the left corner of Lloyd's 
coffee-house; and every evening, from five till eight, under 
the clock at the Temple-Exchange. | 
Shift, What, little Transfer the broker? 
Sir Will. The same. Do you know him ? | 329 
Shift. Know him! Ay, rot him. It was but last Easter 
Tuesday he had me turned out at a feast, in Leather-seller's 
Hall, for singing Room for Cuckolds,? like a parrot; and 
vowed it meant a reflection upon the whole body corporate. 
Sir Will. You have reason to remember him, | 
Shift. Yes, yes, I recommended a minor to him myself, 
for the loan only of fifty pounds; and, would you believe it, 
as I hope to be saved, we dined, supped, and wetted five- 
and-thirty guineas upon tick, in meetings at the Cross-keys, 
in order to settle the terms; and, after all, the scoundrel 
would not lend us a stiver. * 340 
Sir Will. Could you personate him ? | 
Shift. Hum! Oh, you shall see me shift into his hands 
in a minute ; and, with a withered face, a bit of a purple 
nose, a cautionary stammer, and a sleek silver head, I would 
undertake to deceive even his banker. But, to speak the 
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truth, I have a friend that can do this iniinitably well. Have 
not you something of more consequence for me ? | 

Sir Will. J have. Could not you, master Shift, assume 
another shape? You have attended auctions. 349 

Shift, Auctions! a constant puff. Deep in the mystery; 
a professed connoissieur, from a niger to a nautilus, from 
the Apollo Belvidere to a butterfly, _ 

Sir Will. One of these insinuating, oily orators I will get 
you to personate : for we must have the plate and . in 


our possession, or they will soon fall into other ha 
Shift. I will do it. 
ns. 


Sir Will. Within I'll give yon farther instructio 
Shift. Fl follow you, * 
Sir Will. [ Going returns.) You will want materials. 359 
Shift. Oh, my dress I can be furnished with in five 
minutes. [ Exit Sir Will.] A whimsical old blade this. 1 
shall laugh if this scheme miscarries. I have a strange 
mind to lend it a lift——never had a greater — Pho, a 
damn'd unnatural connection this of mine ! What have I to 
do with fathers and guardians ! a parcel of preaching, pru- 
dent, careful, curmudgeonly——Dead to pleasures them- 
selves, and the blasters of it in others Mere dogs in a 
manger No, no, I'll veer, tack about, open my budget 
to the boy, and join in a counter-plot,——But hold, hold, 
friend Stephen, see first how the land lies. Who knows 
whether this Germanized genius has parts to comprehend, 
or spirit to reward thy merit. There's danger in that, ay, 
marry is there, *Egad, before I shift the helm, Ill first ex- 
amine the coast; and then, if there be but a bold shore and 
a good bottom, have a care, old enn. you will meet 
with your match. ; Ow”. | 
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Enter Sir GeorGt, LoaDts, and Servant. 


Sir Geo. Let the Martin pannels for the vis-a-vis be car- 
tied to Long-Acre, and the pye- balls sent to Halls to be 
bitted——You will give me leave to be in your debt till the 


evening, Mr. Loader. I have just enough left to discharge 


the baron; and we must, you know, be punctual with him, 
for the credit of the country. ä 382 
- Load. Fire him, a snub-nosed son of a bitch. Levant me, 
but he got enough last night to purchase a principality 
amongst his countrymen, the High-dutchians and Hussa- 
rians. | L : | 
Sir Geo. You had your share, Mr. Loader. 


Load. Who, I? Lurch me at four, but I was mark'd to 


the top of your trick by the baron, my dear. What, I am 
no cinque and quarter man. Come, shall we have a dip in 
desde of the Four Kings this morning ? 391 
ir Geo, Rather too early. ' Besides, it is the rule abroad, 
never to engage a-fresh till our old scores are discharged. 
Load, Capot me, but those lads abroad are pretty fellows, 
let them say what they will. Here, sir, they will vowel you, 
from father to son, to the twentieth generation. They 
would as soon now-a-days, pay a tradesman's bill as a play 


debt. All sense of honour is gone, not a stiver stirring. 


They could as soon raise the dead as two pounds two; nick 
me, but Ive a great mind to tie up, and ruin the rascals 
What, has Transfer been here this morning ? | 401 


Enter Diex. 
: Sir Geo. [cha body here this morning, Dick ? 
. Dick. No body, your honour. 
Load. N the e He ne to be here Oe 


me, 
h B 
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Dick, I "AY your honour's pardon. Mrs. Cole from the 

Piazza was here, between seven and eight. 

Sir Geo, An early hour for a lady of her calling. 

- Dick, Mercy on me! the poor gentlewoman is mortally 
altered since we used to lodge there, in our jaunts from Ox- 
ford; wrapt up in flannels; all over the rheumatise. qu 1 

Load. Ay, ay, old Moll is at her last stake. 

Dick. She bade me say, she just stopt in her way to the 
tabernacle; after the exhortation, she says, she'll call again. 

Sir Geo. Exhortation! Oh, I recollect. Well, whilst they 
only make proselytes from that profession, they are heartily 


pelcome to them. She does not mean to make me a con- 


vert? 
Dick. I believe she has some such design upon me; for 
she offered me a book of n a Shilling, and a dram, to 
go along with her. 421 
Sir Geo. No bad scheme, Dick. Thou hast a fine, sober, 
psalm-singing countenance ; and when thou hast been some 
time in their trammels, may'st make as able a teacher as the 
best of em. | 
Dich. Land, Sir, I want Co 
Sir Geo, Oh, the spirit, the _ will upply all that, 
Dick, *neyer\ fear, | 


1 


Enter Sir WILLIAM as a n 


My dear baron, what news from the Hay-market ? What 
says the Florenza ? Does she yield? Shall I be happy ? Say 
yes, and command my fortune. | 431 

Sir Vill. I was neyer did see so ſine a woman since I was 
leave Hamburgh ; dere was all de colour, all red and white, 
dat was quite natural; point d'artifice. Then she was dance 
and sing I vow to heaven, I was never see de like! 
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Sir Geo, But how did she receive my embassy ? What 
hopes ? 437 

Sir Will. Why dere' was monsieur le chevalier, when I first 
enter, dree or four damn'd queer people! Ah, ah, dought 
I, by gad J guess your business. Dere was one fat big wo- 
* mans, dat I know long time: le valet de chambre was tell 
me dat she came from a grand merchand ; ha, ha, dought I, 
by your leave, stick to your shop; or, if you must have de 
pritty girl, dere is de play-hous, dat do very well for you; 
but for de opera, pardonnez, by, gar dat is meat for your 
master. | 

Sir Geo. Insolent mechanic I- but she despised him? 

Sir Will. Ah, ma foy, he is damn'd rich, has beaucoup de 
guineas; but, after de fat woman was go, I was tell the 
signora, madam, der is one certain chevalier of dis country, 
who has travelled, see de world, bien fait, well made, beau- 
coup d*esprit, a great deal of monies, who beg, by gar, to 
have de honour to drow himself at your feet. 453 

Sir Geo, Well, well, baron. 

Sir Will. She aska your name: as soon as 1 tell hes aha, 
by gar, dans an instant, she melt like de lomp of sugar: she 
run to her bureau, and, in de minute, return wid de paper, 

Sir Geo, Give it me. [ Reads, 


Les preliminaries d'une traite entre le Chevalier Wealthy, & a 


Signor Diamenti. 


A bagatelle, a trifle : she shall have it. 461 

| Load, Hark'e, knight, what is all that there outlandish 

Stuff ? 

| Sir Geo. Read, read! the eloquence of angels, my dear 
baron ! 

Load. Slam me, but the man's mad! I ens understand 

their ä is it in English? | 
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Sir Geo. The preliminaries of a subsidy treaty, between 
Sir George Wealthy and Signora Florenza. That the said 
signora will resign the pessession of her person to the said 
Sir George, on the payment of three hundred guineas 
monthly, for equipage, table, domestics, dress, dogs, and 
diamonds ; her debts to be duly discharged, and a note ad- 
| vanced of five hundred by way of entrance. 474 

Load. Zounds, what a anne She must be devilish 
handsome. 95 

Sir Geo. I am told so. 

Load. Told so! Why, did you never see her ? 

Sir Geo. No; and e never may but from my box at 
the opera. 

Load. Hey-day |! Why, what the devil _ 5 28s 

Sir Geo. Ha, ha, you stare, I don't wonder at it. This 
is an elegant refinement, unknown to the gross voluptuaries 
of this part of the world. This is, Mr. Loader, what may 
be called a debt to your dignity ; for an opera-girl is as es- 
sential a piece of equipage for a man of fashion as his coach. 
| Load. The devil! 

Sir Gen. Tis for the vulgar only to 8 what hs pos- 
sess: the distinction of ranks and conditions are, to have 
hound, and never hunt; cooks, and dine at taverns; - 
houses, you never inhabit ; mistresses, you never enjoy— 491 
Load. And debts, you never pay. *Egad, I am not sur- 
prised at it; if this be your trade, no wonder that you want 

money for necessaries, when Po give such a erg deal 
for — at all. | | 


: Enter Servant. 
Serv. Mrs. Cole, to wait upon your honour. ' 
Sir Geo. My dear baron, run, dispatch my affair, conclude 
my treaty, and thank her for the very W mms conditions. 
Sir Will. I sall. | 
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Sir Geo. Mr. Loader, shall 1 trouble you to "RAY I the 
lady? She is, I think, your acquaintance. ' : 501 

Load. Who, old Moll? Ay, ay, she's your market- woman. 
I would not give sixpence for your signoras. One armful 
of good, wholesome British beauty, is worth a ship-load of 
their trapsing, tawdry trollops. But, hark'e, baron, how 
much for the table? Why she must have a devilish large 
family, or a monstrous stomach. 

Sir Will. Ay, ay, dere is her moder, la complaisante to 
walk in de Park, and to go to de play; two broders, deux 
| valets, dree Spanish lap-dogs, and de monkey. 510 

Load. Strip me, if I would set five shillings against the 
whole gang. May my partner renounce with the game in 
his hand, if I were you, knight, if I would not ¶ Exit Bar. 

Sir Geo. But the lady waits. [Exit Load.] A strange 
fellow this! What a whimsical jargon he talks! Not an idea 
abstragted from play ! To say truth, I am sincerely sick of 
my acquaintance: but, however, I have the first people in 


the kingdom to keep me in countenance. Death and the 


dice level all distinctions. 


Enter Mrs. Col x, oupported by LoapER and Dick. 


Mrs. Cole. Gently, gently, good Mr. Loader. | 520 
Load. Come along, old Moll. Why, you jade, you look 


as rosy this morning, I must have a smack at your muns. 


Here, taste her, she is as gout: as old hock to get you.s a 
stomach. 
Mrs. Cole. Fye, Mr. Loader, I thoughs you had forgot u me. 
Load. 1 forget you ! I would as soon forget what is trumps, 
' Mrs. Cole. Softly, softly, young man. There, there, 
mighty well. And how does your honour do? I han't seen 


your honour, 1 cann't tell the=Oh ! Boy on me, there's 


a twinge—— ; * 2 26 AGY0 
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Sir Geo. What is the matter, Mrs. Cole? | 
Mrs. Cole. My old disorder, the rheumatise ; I han't been 
able to get a wink of— Oh la! what, you have been in 

town these two days ? 

Sir Geo. Since Wednesday. | 535 
Mees. Cole. And never once called upon old Cole. No, no, 
I am worn out, thrown by and forgotten, like a tattered 
garment, as Mr. Squintum says. Oh, he is a dear man 
But for him I had been a lost sheep; never known the com- 
forts of the new birth; no.———There's your old friend, 
Kitty Carrot, at home still. What, shall we see you this 
evening ? I have kept the green room for you ever since I 
heard you were in town. 

Load. What shall we take a snap at ok Molls. Hey, 
beldam, have you a good batch of Burgundy abroach ? 

Mrs. Cole. Bright as a ruby ; and for flavour ! You know 
the colonel He and Jenny Cummins drank three flasks, 
hand to fist, last night. N 

Load. What, and bilk thee of thy Mo 5 549 

Mrs. Cole. Ah, don't mention it, Mr. Loader. No, that's 
all over with me. The time has been, when I could have 
earn'd thirty Shillings a day by my own drinking, and the 
next morning was neither sick nor sorry: But now. O laud, 

a thimbleful turns me topsy-turvy. 1 5 
Load. Poor old girl! 

Mrs. Cole. Ay, I have done with these idle vanities ; my 
thoughts are fixed upon a better.place. What, I .suppose, 
Mr. Loader, you will be for your old friend the black-ey'd 
girl from Rosemary-lane. Ha, ha | well, *tis a merry little 
tit. A thousand pities she's such a reprobate— But he'll 
mend; her time is not come: all shall have their call, as 
Mr. Squintum says, sooner or later; regeneration is not the 
work of a day. No, no, no- Ohl! 563 
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Sir Geo. Not worse I hope. 

Mrs. Cole. Rack, rack, gnaw, gnaw, never easy, a bed or 
up, all's one. Pray, honest friend, have you any clary, or 
mint-water in the house? 

Dich, A case of French drams. 

Mrs. Cole. Heaven defend me! I would not touch a dram 


for the world. | 570 
Sir Geo. They are but cordials, Mrs. Cole. Fetch 'em, 
| you blockhead. | [Exit Dick. 


Mrs, Cole. Ay, I am a going; a wasting and a wasting, 


Sir George. What will become of the house when I am 


gone, Heaven knows. No. When people are missed, 


then they are mourned. Sixteen years have I lived in the 


Garden, comfortably and creditably; and, though I say it, 


could have got bail any hour of the day: reputable trades- 
men, Sir George, neighbours, Mr. Loader knows; no knock- 
me-down doings in my house. A set of regular, sedate, 
sober customers. No rioters. Sixteen did I say ——Ay, 
eighteeen years I have paid scot and lot in the parish of St. 
Paul's, and during the whole time no body have said, Mrs. 
Cole, why do you do so? Unless twice that I was. before Sir 

Thomas de Val, and three times in the round-house. 585 
Sir Geo, Nay, don't weep, Mrs. Cole. 


Load. May I lose deal, with an honour at bottom, if old 


Moll does not bring tears into my eyes. 
Mrs. Cole. However, it is a comfort after all, to think one 


has past through the world with credit and character. Ay, 
a good name, as Mr. Squintum says, is better chan a gallipot 


of ointment. 


Enter Dick, with a 3 


Load, Come, haste, Dick, haste; sorrow is dry. Here, 


| Moll, Shall I fill thee a bumper? | 594 
Mrs. Cole. Hold, hold, Mr. Loader! Heaven help you, I 
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could as soon swallow the Thames. Only a «ip, to keep the 
gout out of my stomach. 
Load. Why then, here's to thee.-Leyant me, but it 1s 
supernaculum.— Speak when you have enough. 599 
Mrs. Cole. 1 won't trouble you for the glass ; my 3 do 
so tremble and shake, I shall but spill the good creature. 
Load. Well pulled. But now to business. Pr'ythee, Moll, 
did not I see a tight young wench in a linen enn, knock _ 
at your door this morning ? | 
Mrs. Cole. Ay; a young thing from the country. 
Load. Could we not get a peep at her this evening? 
| Mys. Cole. Impossible! She is engaged to Sir Timothy 
Trotter, I have taken earnest for her these three months. 
Load. Pho, what signiſies such a fellow as that! Tip him 


an old trader, and give her to the knight, : 610 


- Mrs. Cole. Tip him an old trader !— Mercy on us, where 


do); you expect to go when you die, Mr. Loader? 


Load. Crop me, but this Squintum has turned her brains. 

Sir Geo. Nay, Mr. Loader, I think the On has 
wrought a most happy reformation. 

Mrs, Colt. Oh, it was a wonderful work. There had I 
been tossing in a sea of sin, without rudder or compass. 
And had not the good gentleman piloted me into the harbour 
of grace, I must have struck against the rocks of reproba- 
tion, and have been quite swallowed up in the whirlpool of 


despair. He was the precious instrument of my spiritual 
sprinkling.— But however, Sir George, if your mind be set 


upon a young country thing, to-morrow night I believe 3 
can furnish you. 
Load. As how? | | I 
Mrs. Cole. I have advertised this morning, in the register- 
office, for servants under seventeen; and ten to one our : 
light on something that will do. (2 
- Load. Pillory me, but it has a face. 


p 
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Mis. Cole. Truly, consistently with my conscience, I would 
do any thing for your honour. | 631 
Sir Geo. Right, Mrs. Cole, never lose sight of that monitor. 
But pray how long has this heavenly —_— deen N 
in you ? 
| Mrs. Cole. Ever since my last visitation of the gout. 
Upon my first fit, seven years ago, I began to have my doubts, 
and my waverings; but I was lost in a labyrinth, and no 
body to shew me the road. One time, I thought of dying a 
Roman, which is truly a comfortable communion —_ for 
one of us: but it would not do. | 640 
Sir Geo, Why not ? La 
Mrs. Cole, I went one summer over to Boulogne to repent ; 
dad; would you believe it, the bare-footed, bald-pate beggars 
would not give me absolution, without I quitted my business 
Did you ever hear of such a set of scabby——Besides, 
I could not bear their barbarity. Would you believe it, Mr. 
Loader, they lock up for their lives, in a nunnery, the 
prettiest, sweetest, tender, young things !——_—_Oh, six of 
them, for a season, would finich my business here, and then 
I should have nothing to do, but to think of hereafter. 
Load. Brand me, what a country! 5 65 1 
Sir Geo. Oh, scandalous ! 
Mrs. Cole. O no, it would not do. So, in my last illness, 
I was wished to Mr. Squintum, who stept in with his saving 
grace, got me with the new birth, and 1 ene, as you re, 
' regenerate, and another creature. 


1 Dick. | 


Dick. Mr. Transfer, sir, has sent to know if your honour 


be at home. | 
Sir Geo. Mrs. Cole, I am mortified to part with you. 


But business, you Know 660 
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Mrs. Cole, True, Sir George, Mr. Loader, your arm 
Gently, oh, oh ! 

Sir Geo. Would you take another thimbleful, Mrs. Cole ? 
Mrs. Cole. Not a drop I shall see you this evening ? 

Sir Geo. Depend upon me. 

Mrs. Cole. To- morrow I hope to suit you. We are to 
have, at the tabernacle, an occasional hymn, with a thanks- 
giving sermon for my recovery. After which, I shall call at 
the register · office, and see what goods my advertisement has 
brought in. ä 670 

Sir Geo. Extremely obliged to you, Mrs. Cole. 

Mrs. Cole. Or if that should not do, I have a tid bit at home, 
will suit your stomach. Never brushed by a beard, Well, 
heaven bless you Softly, have a care, Mr. Loader 

Richard, you may as well give me the bottle into the chair, 
| wy fear I should be taken ill on the road. Gently—s0, $0 ! 
| [ Excunt Mrs, Cole and Loader. 

oh Geo, Dick, shew Mr. Transfer in Ha, ha, what a 
hodge podge ! How the jade has jumbled together the carnal 
and the spiritual; with what ease she reconciles her new birth 
to her old calling No wonder these preachers have plenty 
of proselytes, whilst they haye the address so comfortably to 
blend the bitherto jarring interests of he two worlds. 682 


Euter Lo ADER. : f 
Load, Well, knight, I have hous'd her but 3 want you 
within, sir. 


Sir Geo. Ill 8⁰ to them im e e  [Exeunt 3 
2 5 — — : 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
> ICY 


Enter DI ck, introducing TRANSFER. 


Dick. 
Mr master will come to you presently. 


Enter Sir GkoR OR. 


Sir Geo. Mr. Transfer, your servant. 
Trans. Your honour's very humble. I thought to have 
found Mr, Loader here. 

Sir Geo. He will return immediately. Well, Mr. Transfer 
but take a chair — you have had a long walk. Mr. 
Loader, I presume, opened to you the urgency of my bu- 
siness. 

Trans. Ay, ay, the general ery, money, money ! I don't 
know, for my part, where all the money is flown to. For- 
merly a note, with a tolerable endorsement, was as current 
as cash. Hm mmm IHR 9 this 


security 
Sir Geo. Impossible. 
| Trans. Ay, like enough. I wish you were rer of age. \ 
Sir Geo. $0 do I. But as that will be considered in the 
premiumo—_ - 
Trans. True, true l see you understand business 
And what sum does your honour lack at present? 

Sir Geo. Lack how much ee 20 
Trant. Who, I? dear mel none. ; 
Sir Geo. Zounds, none! 

Frans. Lack-a-day, none to be had, 1 think. All the 
morning have I been upon the hunt. There, Ephraim Bare- 


bones, the tallow-chandler, in Fhames-street, used to be a 


15 


9 


il 
15 
1 it 
' 
if 
| 
1 
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never-failing chap ; not a guinea to be got there. Then I 
tottered away to Nebuchadnezzar Zebulon, in the Old Jewry, 
but it happened to be Saturday; and they 'never touch on 


the Sabbath, you know. 


Sir Geo. Why what the devil can I do? | | 30 
Trant. Good me, I did not _ your honour had been so 


pressed. 


Sir Geo. My kopoor prest ! Yes, wy honour is not only 
prest, but ruined, unless I can raise money to redeem it. 


That blockhead Loader, to depend upon this old doating— 


Trans. Well, well, now I declare, I am _ sorry to see 
your honour in such a taking. | 
Sir Geo. Damn your sorrow. 

- Trans. But come, don't be cast down: Though money is 


not to be had, money 's worth may, and that's the same 


thing. (6 4 
Sir Geo. How, dear Transfer? 
- Trans. Why I have, at my warehouse in the city, ten 
_ of whale-blubber, a large cargo of Dantzick dowlas, 
with a curious sortment of Birmingham hafts, and Witney - 


blankets for exportation. 


Sir Geo. Hey ! | 
Dun. Ande——stay, Sta again, at my . 


house, the bottom of Gray's-inn- lane, there's à hundred 


tun of fine old hay, only damaged a little last winter for 


want of thatching; with OM loads of flint stones. 51 


Sir Geo. Well. 
- Trans. Your honour may l all these for a reaconable | 


profit, and convert them into cash. 


Sir Geo. Blubber and blankets 4 Cs yu old raccal, do 
you banter. me? | 

Trans. Who, I? O law, marry heaven forbid. | 

Sir Geo. Get out of my you stuttering scoundrel. 
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Trans. If your honour would but hear me 59 

Sir Geo. Troop, I say, unless you have a mind to go a 
Shorter way than you came. [Exit Trans.] And yet there 
is something so uncommonly ridiculous in FR proposal, that, 
were my mind more at ease | 


Enter LOADER. 


So, sir, you have recommended me to a fine fellow. 

Load. What's the matter? 

Sir Geo. He cann't supply me with a shilling! and wants, 
besides, to make me a dealer in dowlas. 3 | | 
Load. Ay, and a very good commodity too. People that 
are upon ways and means must not be nice, knight,.A 
pretty piece of work you have made here! thrown up the 

cards with the game in your hands. oy 

Sir Geo. Why, pr'ythee, of what use would his | 
Load. Use! of every use. Procure you the spankers, my 
boy. I have a broker that, in a twinkling, shall take off 
your bargain, 

Sir Geo. Indeed! 

Load. Indeed! ay, indeed. Vou sit down to cs and 
not know the chances! Þll call him back, - Holo, Trans- 
| fer. —A pretty, little, busy, bustling——You may travel 
miles, before you will meet with his match. If there is one 
pound in the city he will get it. He creeps like a ferret into 
their bags, and makes the yellow boys bolt again. 82 


Enter TRANSFER. 


Come hither, little Transfer; what, man, our minor was a 
little too hasty; he did not understand trap; knows nothing 
of the game, my dear. 

Trans. What I Said was to Serve Sir George ; ; as he seem- 


ed—— 
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Load. I told him so; well, well, we will take thy commo- 
dities, were they as many more. But try, pr'ythee, if thou 
couldst not procure us some of the e for present 
spending. 5 91 

Trans. Let me consider. 

Load. Ay, do; come, shuffle thy brains; ; never fear the 


baronet. To let a lord of lands want shiners: *tis a shame. 


Trans. I do recollect, in this quarter of the town, an old 
friend that used to do things i in this way: 


| Load. Who? 

Trans. Statute, the scrivener. 

Load. Slam me, but he has nicked the chance. 
- Frans. A hard man, master Loader! © 100 


Sir Geo. No matter. 


Trans. His demands are exorbitant. 
Sir Geo. That is no fault of ours. ü [ 


Load. Well said, knight ! 
Trans. But, to save time, I had better mention = ferms. 


Load. Unnecessary. 
Trans. Five per cent. legal interest. 
Sir Geo. He shall have it. 
Tuns. Ten the premium. Eh, 
Sir Geo. No more words. | © Tae -. 
Trans. Then, as you are not of ages five more for en- 


suring your life. 


Load. We will give it. 

Trans. As for what he will demand for the 8 

Sir Geo. He shall be satisfied. 
Pran. You pay the attorney. 
Sir Geo. Amply, amply. Loader, dispatch him. 

Load. There, there, little Transfer; now every thing is 
settled. All things shall be complied with, reasonable or 
unreasonable. What, our principal is a man of honour. 
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Exit Trans.] Hey, my knight, this is doing business. 
This pinch is a sure card. 122 


Re-enter TRANSFER». 


77. raus. I had forgot one thing. I am not the ae | 
. you pay the brokerage. | 

Load. Ay, ay; and a handsome present into the bargain, 
never fear. 

Trans. Enough, enough, 

Load. Hark*e, Transfer, we'll take the Birmingham hafts 
and Witney wares, 

Trans, They shall be forthcomin g-—You would not have 
the hay, with the flints ? 1431 

Load. Eyery pebble of em. The i of the ba- 
ronet's borough are infirm and gouty. He shall deal them 
as new pavement, [ Exit Trans.] So, that's settled. I be- 
lieve, knight, I can lend you a helping hand as to the last 
article, I know some traders that will truck ; fellows with 
finery. Not commodities of such clumsy conveyance as 
old Transfer's. | 

Sir Geo, You are obliging. | 139 

Load, I'll do it, boy; and get you, into the bargain, a 

bonny auctioneer, hy shall en of *em all in a crack. 
. 


Enter Diek. 


Dick. Your uncle, sir, has been waiting some time. 
Sir Geo. He comes in a luck hour. Shew him in. [Exit 


Dick. ] Now for a lecture. My situation sha'n't sink my 


spirits, however. Here comes the musty trader, running 
over with remonstrances. I must banter the cit. 
| Enter Ricnanb WALT RAT. 


E. meal. So, sir, what, 1 suppose this is a spice of your 
foreign breeding, to let your uncle kick his heels in your 
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hall, whilst your presence- chamber is crouded with pimps, 


bawds, and gamesters. | 150 


Sir Geo. Oh, a proof of my respect, dear nuncle. Would 
it have been decent now, nuncle, to have introduced you 


into such company? | 
R, Weal. Wonderfully considerate! Well, young: man, 


and what do you think will be the end of all this? Here I 


have received, by the last mail, a quire of your draughts 
from abroad. I see you are determined our neighbours 
Should taste of your magnificence. 
Sir Geo, Yes, I think I did some credit to my country. 
R. Weal. And how are these to be paid? 160 
Sir Geo. That I submit to you, dear nuncle. | 
R. Neal. From me:. Not a souse to keep you from the 


counter. 


Sir Geo. Why then let the ee stay. It is their 
duty. I have other demands, debts of honour, which must 
be discharged. | | 
Re. Weal. Here's a diabolical distinction! Here's a prosti- 
tution of words! Honour! *Sdeath, that rascal who 
has picked your pocket shall have his crime gilded with the 
most sacred distinction, and his plunder punctually paid, 
whilss the industrious mechanic, who ministers to your very 
wants, Shall have his debt delayed, and 'his demand treated 


as insolent. „„ 
Sir Geo. Oh! a truce to this e , dear 
nuncle. 


R. Wal. I confess my y folly ; but make yourself easy, you 
wont be troubled with many more of my visits. I own I 


was weak enough to design a short expostulation with you; 


but as we in the city know the true value of time, I shall 

take care not to squander away any more of it upon you. 
Sir Geo. A prudent resolution. 181 
K. Weal. One commission, hoyerer, I cann't dispense 
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with myself from executing.——lt was agreed between your 

father and me, that as he had but one son and I one daughter 

Sir Geo. Your gettings should be added to his estate, and 

my cousin Margery and I squat down together in the com- 

fortable state of matrimony. 

EX. Mal. Puppy! Such was our intention. Now his last 

will claims this contract. N | 

Sir Geo. Dispatch, dear nuncle. ET 190 

R. Weal. Why then, in a word, see me here demand the 
execution. 

Sir Geo, What dye mean? For me to , marry ary ? 

R. Neal. I do. : 

Sir Geo. What, moi-me? 

R. Weal. You, you—Your answer, ay or no. 

Sir Geo, Why then, concisely and briefly; without evasion, 
equivocation, or further circumlocution—- No. 2 
R. Meal. 1 am glad of it. | 

Sir Gee, So am 1, | 200 

Re. Meal. But pray, if it would not be too great a favour, 
| what objections can you have to my daughter ? Not that -I 

want to remove em, but merely out of curiosity, what ob- 
jections ? 

Sir Geo. None, I neither know her, have seen her, en- 
| quired after, or ever intend it, | | 
R. Teal. What, perhaps I am the stumbling- block ? 

Sir Ges. You have hit it. 

R. Meal. Ay, now we come to che point. Well, and 

pray » 8 

Sir Geo. Why, it bs not 50 much a dislike to your person, 

though that is exceptionable enough, but your profession, 

Gear nuncle, is an insuperable obstacle. | 

K. Meal. Good lack! And what harm has that done, 
pray ? 

F 
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Sir Geo. Done! So stained, polluted, and tainted the 
whole mass of your blood, thrown such a blot on your 
*Scutcheon, as ten regular successions can hardly efface. 
R. Weal. The „„ 219 
Sir Geo. And could you now, consistently with your duty, 


as a faithful guardian, . my union with the ng 


ter of a trader? 
KR. Weal. Why, indeed, I ok renden! ; I am afraid I did 


not weigh the matter as muturely as I ought. 


Sir Geo. Oh, a horrid, barbarous scheme! | 

R. Meal. But then I thought her having the honour to 
partake of the same flesh and blood with yourself, might 
prove, in some measure, a kind of fullers-earth, to scour out 
the dirty spots contrafted by commerce. : 

Sir Geo. Impossible! 30 

R. Meal. Besides, here it has been the base. even of 


peers. 


Sir Geo. Don't mention the 1 eee 


Thank heaven, Mr. Richard Wealthy, my education has 


been in another country, where I have been too well in- 
structed in the value of nobility, to think of intermixing it 
with the offspring of a Bourgois. Why, what apology could 


I make to my children for giving them such a mother? 


E. Wetl. I did not think of that. Then I must despair, 
I am afraid. -240 
Sir Geo. I can afford but little hopes. Thanh, woe re- 


colleQion—is the Grissette pretty ? 


Re. Neal. A parent may be partial. She is thought so. 

Sir Geo. Ab la jolie petite Bourgoice! Poor girl, I Sincerely 
pity her. And, I suppose, to procute her emersion from 
the mercantile mud, no consideration would be spared. 

K. Neal. Why, to be 1 for such an n honour, one would 


strain a Nint. 
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Hir Geo. Why then, not totally to destroy your hopes, I do 


recollect an edict in favour of Brittany; that when a man of 

distinction engages in commerce, his ne is suffered to 

deep. | 252 
- R. Weal. Indeed! 


Sir Geo. And, upon his quitting the contagious connec- 


tion, he is permitted ta resume } rank. 


K. Neal. That's fortunate. 
Sir Geo. So, nuncle Richard,“ if you will sell out of the 


atocks, Shut up your Hats and quit St. Mary Ax 


for Grosvenor-square— | 

R. Weal. What then? 260 

Sir Geo. Why, when your rank has had time to rouse it- 
self, for I think your nobility, nuncle, has had a pretty long 
nap, if the girl's person is pleasing, and the purchase-money 
is adequate to the honour, I may in time be — 1212 
to restore her to the right of her family. 

K. Weal. Amazing condescensian!! 

Sir Geo. Good-nature is my foible. But, upon my ak 
1 would not have gone so far for any body else. 

K. Meal. I can contain no longer. Hear me, spendthrift, 
prodigel, do you know, that in ten days your whole revenue 
don't purchase you a feather to adorn your empty head ? 
Sir Geo. Hey-day, what's the matter now? . 


R. Weal. And that you derive every acre of your boasted 


patrimony from your great uncle, a g 
Sir Geo. Infamous aspersion ! 


K. Weal. It was his bags, the fruits of his 13 industry, 


that preserved your lazy, beggarly nobility. His wealth re- 
paired your tottering hall, from the ruins of which even the 


rats had run. 
Sir Geo. Better our name had n 1 e 


$0ap-boiling, uncle ! 4 281 
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R. Weal. Traduce a trader in a country of commerce! It 
is treason against the community; and, for your punish- 
ment, I would have you restored to the sordid condition 
from whence we drew you, and, like your predecessors the 
Picts, stript, painted, and fed upon hips, haws, and ne 
berries. 7 
Sir Geo. A truce, dear haberdicher; | 288 
R. Neal. One pleasure I have, that to this goal you are 
upon the gallop: but have a care, the sword hangs but by a 
thread. When next we meet, know me for the master of 
your fate. | : | | [ Exite 
Sir Geo. Insolent mechanic! But that his 28088 blood 
ould have Soiled my sword 


** 


Enter Sir WILLIAM and LoaDER, 


Sir Will. What is de matter? ; 

Sir Geo. A fellow here, upon the credit of a little «nity; 
has dared to upbraid me with being ”"— from a _ 
boiler. 

Sir Will. Vat, you from the boiler of os! | 

Sir Geo. Me. GA a 300 

Sir Will, Aha, begar, dat is ike ung And harka 
you, . mister monsieur, ha how . a you have d'afron- 

2 
Sir Geo, How! 
Sir Will. De impertinence to sit "_ play wid me? 
Sir Geo. What is this? 
Sir Will. A beggarly Bourgoi vis-a-vis a baron of _—_ 
CO 
Load. But baron 
ee Will. Bygar, 1 am almost ashamed to win of a a 
w, dirty Give me my monies, and let me never see 
| — face. #8 3 | 
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Load. Why but, baron, you mistake this thing. I know 
the old buck this fellow prates about. 

Sir Will. May be. 

Load. Pigeon me, as true a gentleman as the 0 sig- 
nior. He was, indeed, a good-natured, obliging, friendly 
fellow: and being a great judge of soap, tar, and train-oil, 


25 he used to have it home to his house, and sell it to his ac- 


quaintance for ready money, to serve them. | 
Sir Will. Was dat all? 321 
Load. Upon my honour. | 
Sir Will. Oh, dat, dat is anoder ting. 2 I was afraid 
he was negotiant. 
Load. Nothing like it. 


Enter Dix. 
Dick. A gentleman to enquire for Mr. Loader, 
| Load. I come. A pretty son of a bitch this baron ! 
pimps for the man, picks his pocket, and then wants to 
Kick him out of e. because his uncle was an oilman. 
| L Exit. 
Sir wil. I beg pardon, e JI was mistake. 330 
Sir Geo. Oh, don't mention it; had the slam been fact, 
-1 n behaviour was natural enough. 


— 


. Enter LoaDE R. 
Load. Mr. Smirk; the auctioneer. 45 
Sir Geo. Shew him in, by all means. _ Loader. 


Sir Will. You have affair. 
Sir Geo. If you'll walk into the next room, they will be 


finished i in five minutes. 


| Enter LoaDER, with SHIFT as SMIRK. 
Load. Here, master Smirk, this is the gentleman 1 
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Hark'e, knight, did I not tell you, old Moll was your mark? 
Here she has brought a pretty piece of man's meat already; 
as sweet as a nosegay, and as ripe as a cherry, you rogue. 
Dispatch him, mean time we'll-manage the girl, [Exit. 
Smirk. You are the principal. 343 


Sir Geo. Even so. I have, Mr. Smirk, some things of a 
considerable value, which I want to dispose of immediately. | 

Smirk. You have? 

Sir Geo. Could you assist me 7 

Smirk. Doubtless. 

Sir Geo. But directly? | 

Smirk, We have an auction at dre. 151 add your cargo 
to the catalogue. | | -351 

Sir Geo, Can that be done! ? 

Smirk. Every day's practice: it is for the credit of the sale. 
Last week, amongst the valuable effects of a gentleman go- 
ing abroad, I sold a choice collection of china, with a curi- 
ous service of plate; though the real party was never mas- 
ter of above two Delft dishes, and a dozen of pewter, in all 


his life. 358 


Sir Geo. Very artificial, But this must be concealed. 
Swirl. Bury'd here. Oh, many an aigrette and solitaire 
have 1 sold, to discharge 4 lady's play-debt. But then we 


must know the parties; othewise it might be knock'd down 


to the husband himself. Ha, ha——Hey-ho? 
Sir Geo. True. en my word, — en, requires 


parts. 


Smirk. Nobody's more. Did you e ever hear, Sir George 


| what first brought me into the business ? 


Smirk, Quite an accident, as I may say. Vou must have 


known my predecessor, Mr. Prig, the greatest man in the 


world in his way, ay, or that ever was, or ever will be; 
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quite a jewel of a man; he would touch you up a lot; there 
was no resisting him. He would force you to bid, whether 
vou would or no. I shall never be his equal. 

Sir Geo, You are modest, Mr. Smirk. | 375 
Smirk, No, no, but his shadgw. Far be it from me to 
vie with great men, But, as I was saying, my predeces- 


Sor, Mr. Prig, was to have a sale as it might be on a Satur- 


day. On Friday at noon, I shall never forget the day, he 
was suddenly seized with a violent cholic. He sent for me 
to his bed-side, squeezed me by the hand: Dear Smirk, said 
he, what an accident! You know what is to-morrow ; the 
greatest shew this season; prints, pictures, bronzes, butter- 
flies, medals, and minionettes ; all the world will be there; 
Lady Dy Joss. Mrs. Nankyn, the Dutchess of Dupe, and 
every body at all: you see my state, it will be impossible 
for me to mount. What can I do — It was not for me, 
vou know, to advise that great man. | | 
Sir Geo. No, no. 7; 1434 of 
- Smirk, At last, looking wishfully at me, Sinkrky/ Says he, 
d'you love me? Mr. Prig; can you doubt it I'll put 
it to the test, says he; supply my place to-morrow.— 
I, eager to shew my love, rashly and AP n „Iwill. 
Sir Geo. That was bold. 
Smirk, Absolute madness. But I had gone too far to re- 
cede. Then the point was, to prepare for the awful occa- 
sion. The first want that occurred to me was a wig; but 
this was too material an article to depend on my own judg- 
ment. I resolyed to consult my friends. I told them the 
affair Vou hear, gentlemen, what has happened; Mr. 
Prig, one of the greatest men in his way the world ever saw, 
or ever will, quite a jewel of a man, taken with a violent fit 
of the cholic; to-morrow, the greatest shew this season; 
prints, pictures, bronzes, butterflies, medals, and minio- 


* 
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nettes; every body in the world to be there; Lady Dy Joss, 
Mrs. Nankyn, Dutchess of Dupe, and all mankind; it 
being impossible he should mount, I have consented to sell.— 
They star'd— lt is true, gentlemen, Now I should be 
glad to have your opinions as to a wig. They were divided: 
some recommended a tye, others a bag: one mentioned a 
bob, but were soon over-ruled. Now, for my part, I own, 
I rather inclined to the bag; but, to avoid the imputation 
of rashness, I resolved to take Mrs. Smirk's judgment, my 
wife; a dear good woman, fine in figure, high in taste, a 
superior genius, and knows old china like a nabob. | 
Sir Gee. What was her decision? a6 
Smirt. I told her the case My dear, you know what has 
happened. My good friend, Mr. Prig, the greatest man in 
the world, in his way, that ever was, or ever will be, quite a 
jewel of a man, a violent fit of the eholic the greatest 
shew this season, to-morrow, pictures, and every thing in 
the world; all the world will be there: now, as it is impos- 
sible he should, I mount in his stead. You know the im- 
portance of a wig ; I have asked my friends some recom- 
mended a tye, others a bag what is your opinion ? Why, 
to deal freely, Mr. Smirk, says she, a tye for your round, 
regular, smiling face would be rather too formal, and a bag | 
too boyich, deficient in dignity for the solemn occasion; 
were I worthy to advise, you should wear a something between 
both.—P1! be hang'd if you don't mean a RR. I ne at 
the hint, and a major it was. 431 
Sir Geo, 8o, that was fixt. 
Smirt. Finally. But next day, when I came to mount the 
rostrum, then was the trial. My limbs shook, and my tongue 
trembled. The first lot was a chamber-utensil, in Chelsea 
china, of the pea-green pattern. It occasioned a great 
laugh, but I got through it. Her grace, indeed, gave me 
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great encouragement. I overheard her whisper to lady Dy, 
Upon my word, Mr. Smirk does it very well. Very well, 
indeed, Mr. Smirk, addressing herself to me. I made an 
| acknowledging bow to her grace, as in duty bound. But 
one flower flounced involuntarily from me that day, as I may 
say. I remember, Dr. Trifle called it enthusiastic, and uw 
nounced it a presage of my future greatness. 
Sir Geo. What was that? 445 
. Smirk, Why, sir, the lot was a Guido; a single figure, a 
marvellous fine performance; well preserved, and highly 
finished. It stuck at five and forty ; I, charmed with the 
picture, and piqued at the people, A going for five and forty, 
no body more than five and forty ? Pray, ladies and gen- 
tlemen, look at this piece, quite flesh and blood, and only 
wants a touch from the torch of Prometheus, to start from 
the canvass and fall a bidding. A general plaudit ensued, I 
bowed, and in three minutes FADOGN'S it down at sixty-three, 
ten. | | | 455 
Sir Geo. That was a stroke at least equal to your master. 
Smirt. O dear me! You did not know the great man, 
aliks in every thing. He had as much to say upon a ribbon 
as a Raphael. His manner was inimitably fine. I remember 
they took him off at the playhouse, some time ago; pleasant, 
but wrong. Public characters should hot be ported with 
Tau are sacred But we lose xy ar 
Sir Geo. Oh, in the lobby, the table, you will find the 
particulars. | 464 
"  Smirk, We shall see you. There will be a wind of com- 
pany. I shall please you. But the great nicety of our art is 
the eye. Mark how mine skims round the room. Some 
bidders are shy, and only advance with a nod; but I nail 
them. One, two, three, four, five. You will be surprized 
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of 5 
ACT III. SCENE I. 
— —— — . — 
Enter Sir Grone; and LOADER. 


Sir George. 


A O infernal run. Let's see, [Pulls out a 817 Loader 
a thousand, the baron two, Tally Enough to beggar a 
banker. Every shilling of Transfer's supply exhausted 


nor will even the sale of my moveables prove sufficient to 
discharge my debts. Death and the devil! In what a com- 


plication of calamities . a few days ** me! And no 


a 7 
Load. Knight, here 8 old Moll come to wait on you ; ; 5 


has brought the tid-bit I spoke of. Shall I bid her send her in? 


e — 6 [E! Loader. 
55 Enter Mrs. Col. x, aid Lucy. | 


Mrs. Cole. Come along, Lucy, You bashful baggage, I 
thought I had silenced your scruples. Don't you remember 
what Mr, Squintum said ? A woman's. not worth saving, 
that won't be guilty of a swinging sin; for then they have 
matter to repent upon. Here, your honour, I leave her to 
your management. She is young, tender, and timid ; does 
not know what is for her own good: but your honour will 
soon teach her. I would willingly Stay, but I must not lose 
the lecture. [Exit. 
| Sir Geo, Upon my credit, a fine figure! Awkward—— 
Cann't produce her publicly as: mine; but she will do for 
private amusement—Will you be Seated, miss? Dumb 
quite a pifture'! she too wants a touch of the Promethean 
torch—Will you be so kind, ma'am, to walk from your frame 
and take a chair . Come, pr'ythee, why so coy ? Nay, I 
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am not very adroit in the custom of this country. I suppose 

I must conduct you Come, miss. | 
Lucy. O, sir. 

Sir Geo. Child! 


Lucy. If you have any humanity, spare me. 30 


Sir Geo. In tears! what can this mean? Artifice, A 
project to raise the price, I suppose. Look'e, my dear, you 
may save this piece of pathetic for another occasion. It 
won't do with me; I am no novice=—So, . a truce to 
your tragedy, I beg. 
Lacy. Indeed you wrong me, sir; indeed you do. 
Sir Geo. Wrong you! how came you here, and for what 


purpose ? 
Lucy. A shameful one, I know it all and yet believe me, 
ir, I am innocent. 40 


Sir Geo. Oh, I don't question that. Your pious patroness 
is a proof of your innocence. 
Lucy. What can I say to gain your credit? And yet, sir, 


strong as appearances are against me, by all that's holy, vou 


see me here, a poor, distrest, involuntary victim. 

Sir Geo, Her style's above the common class; her tears 
are real.—Rise, child. -How the por: creature trembles ! 
Lu. Say then I am safe. | | 
Sir Geo. Fear nothing. 

Lucy. May Heaven reward you. I cannot. 50 
Sir Geo. Pr'ythee, child, collect yourself, and help me to 


unravel this mystery. Vou came e willingly ! There 


was no force ? 
Lucy. None. 8 
Sir Geo. You know Mrs. Cole. 
Lucy. Too well. 
Sir Geo. How came you then to trust her? 
Lacy. Mine, sir, is a tedious, melancholy tale, 
Sir Geo. And artless too? 
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Lucy. As innocence, 1 60 
Sir Geo, Give it me. | 
Lucy. It will tire you. | 

Sir Geo, Not if it be true. Be just, and you will find me 


- generous. 


Tu. On that, sir, I rely'd in _—— ber. 
Sir Geo. You did me justice. Trust me with all your 


story. If you deserve, depend upon my protection. 


Luq. Some months ago, sir, I was considered as the joint 


heiress of a respectable, wealthy merchant; dear to my 
friends, happy in my prospects, * wy father's favourite. 


Sir Geo. His name. | ET 

Lacy. There you must pardon 1 me. Unkind and cruel 
though he has been to me, let me discharge the duty of a 
daughter, suffer in Silence, nor bring PI on him who 
gave me being. f 

Sir Geo. I applaud your 8 | | 
Tuc. At this happy period, my father, judging an addition 
of wealth must bring an increase of happiness, resolved to 
unite me with a man, sordid in his mind, brutal in his man- 


ners, and riches his only recommendation. My refusal of 


this ill-zuited match, though mildly given, enflamed my 
father's temper, naturally choleric, alienated his affections, 


and banished me his house, distrest and destitute. 


Sir Geo. Would no friend receive you? 84 
Lucy. Alas, how few are friends to the unfortunate! 
Besides, I knew, sir, such a step would be considered by my 


father, as an appeal from his justice. I therefore retired to a 


remote corner of the town, trusting, as my only advocate, 

to the tender calls of nature, in his cool, reflecting hours. 
Sir Geo. How came you to know this woman ? 4/5 ge 
Lucy. Accident plac'd me in a house, the mistress of which 


professed the same principles with my infamous conductress. 


There, as enthusiasm is the child of melancholy, I caught the 
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infection. A constant attendance on their assemblies pro- 
cured me the acquaintance of this woman, whose extraordi- 
nary zeal and devotion first drew my attention and confidence. 


I trusted her with my story, and in return, received the 
warmest invitation to take the protection of her house. This 


Th 1 unfortunately accepted. 


Sir Geo. Unfortunately indeed! 100 
Tucy. By the decency of appearances, I was some time im- 
posed upon. But an accident, which you will excuse my 
repeating, revealed all the horror of my situation. I will not 
trouble you with a recital of all the arts used to seduce me: 
happily they hitherto have failed. But this morning I was 
acquainted with my destiny; and no other election left me, 
but immediate compliance, or a jail. In this desperate con- 
dition, you cannot wonder, sir, at my choosing rather to rely 
on the Zenerosity of a gentleman, than the humanity of a 
creature insensible to pity, and void of every virtue. 110 
Sir Geo. The event shall justify your choice. You have 
my faith and honour for your security. For though I cann't 
boast of my own goodness, yet I have an honest feeling for 
afflicted virtue; and, however unfashionable, a spirit that 
dares afford it protection. Give me your hand. As soon as 
I have dispatched some pressing business here, I will lodge 
you in an asylum, sacred to the distresses of your sex; 
where indigent beauty is guarded from temptations, and de- 
luded innocence rescued from infamy. IExeunt. 


Enter 8 HIT Tr. 
+ Shift. Zooks, I have toiled like a horse; quite tired, by 
Jupiter. And what shall I get for my pains ? The old fellow 
here talks of making me easy for life. Easy! and what 
does he mean by easy ? He'll make me an exciseman, I 
suppose, and so with an ink-horn at my button-hole, and a 
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taper switch in my hand, I shall run about gauging of beer- 
barrels. No, that will never do. This lad here is no. fool. 
Foppish, indeed, He does not want parts, no, nor principles 
neither, I overheard his scene with the girl. I think I may 
trust him. I have a great mind to venture it. It is a shame 
to have him duped by this old don. It must not be, I'll in 
and unfold—Ha !—Egad, I have a thought too, which, if my 
heir apparent can execute, I shall still lie concealed, and 
perhaps be rewarded on both sides. | 133 
I have it——tis engender d, piping hot, | : 
And now, Sir Knight, ll match you with a phe. [Exits 


Enter Sir WILLIAM and RiICHarD WEALTHY. : 


R. Meal. Well, I suppose, by this time you are satisfied 
what a scoundrel you have brought into the ne and are 


ready to finish your foolery, _ 
Sir Will. Got to the catastrophe, good abe | 
R. Neal. Let us have it over then. 4 140 


Sir Will. I have already alarmed all his tradesmen. I 
suppose we shall soon have him here, with a legion of bai. 
_ liffs and constables.—Oh, you have my will about mn 

R. Weal. Yes, yes. | 

Sir Mill. It is almost time to ———_ it, or as him the 
clause that relates to his rejecting your daughter. That 
will do his business. But they come. I must return to my 


Enter SHIFT. 


Shift. Sir, sir, we are all in the wrong box: our scheme 
is blown up; your son has detected Loader and FRO and 
is playing the very devil within. 151 
Sir Will. Oh, the bunglers! | 555 
Shift. * for it, youngster. 7 | 


Aa III. THE MINOR» | WM 
Enter Sir GeorGs, driving in LoaDek and another. 
Sir Geo. Rascals, robbers, that, like the locust, mark the 


road you have taken, by the ruin and desolation you leave 


behind you. ; 

| Load. Sir George! | 

Sir Geo, And can youth, however cautious, be guarded 
against such deep-laid, complicated villany ? Where are the 
rest of your diabolieal crew? your auctioneer, usurer, and 
— 0, sir, are you here :I am glad you have not escap- 
ed us, however. | 162 

Sir Will. What de devil is de matter? 

Sir Geo. Your birth, which I believe an imposition, pre- 
serves you, however, from the discipline those rogues have 
received. A baron, a nobleman, a sharper! O shame! It 
is enough to banish all confidence from the world. On 
whose faith can we rely, when those, whose honour is held 
as sacred as an oath, unmindful of their dignity, descend to 
rival pick-pockets in their infamous arts. What are these 
[Pulls out dice.) pretty implements ? The fruits of your lei- 
Sure hours! They are dexterously done. You have a fine 
mechanical W secure the door. 173 


Mrs. Col k, speaking as entering. 


- hm Cole. Here I am, at last. Well, and how is your ho- 
nour, and the little gentlewoman ?——Bless me! what is the 
matter here ? 

Sir Geo. I am, madam, treating your — Side with a cold 
collation, and you are opportunely come for your share. 
The little gentlewoman is safe, and in much better hands 
than you designed her. Abominable hypocrite ! who, tot- 
tering under the load of irreverent age and infamous dis- 
eases, inflexibly proceed in the practice of every vice, im- 
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piously prostituting the most sacred institutions to the most 

infernal purposes. 
Mrs. Cole. 1 hope your honour: NET 188 

Sir Geo. Take her away. Ks 3 you have been singular in 


3 penitence, you ought to be distinguished in your pe- 


nance; which, I promise you, shall be most publicly and 


plentifully bestowed. | [Exit Mrs, Cole. 


Euter Drex. Bo 


Dick. The constables, sir. | 190 
Sir Geo. Let them come in, that I may consign t these gen- 
tlemen to their care. [To Sir Will.] Your letters of nobi- 
lity you will produce in a court of justice. Though, if I 
read you right, you are one of'those indigent, itinerant no- 
bles of your own creation, which our reputation for hospi- 
tality draws hither in shoals, to the shame of our under- 


Standing, the impairing of our fortunes, and, when you are 


trusted, the betraying of our designs. Officers, do . 
duty. by | 
Sir Will. Why, don't you know me ? 200 

Sir Geo, Just as I guessed. An impostor. He has: reco- 
vered the free use of his tongue already. 

Six N. 11 Nay, but George. | 

Sir Geo. Insolent familiarity! away with him. 

Sir Will. Hold, hold a moment. Brother m Set this 
matter to rights. MT 

* meal. Don't you know him? 

Sir Geo. Know him ! The very question is an ine: | 

R. Weal. Nay, 1 don't wonder at it. Tis your father, 
you fool. 210 

Sir Geo, My father! Impossible! | | 

Sir Will. That may be, but tis true. | 

Sir Goo. My father alive! Thus let me greet the — 
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Sir Will. Alive! ay, and I believe I t be in a hurry 


to die again. 
Sir Geo. But, dear sir, the report of your death and 


this disguise to what 


Sir Will. Don't ask any questions. Your uncle will tell 


* you all. For my part, I am sick of the scheme. 219 
R. Weal. I told you what would come of your politics. 
Sir Will. You did so. But if it had not been for those 
clumsy scoundrels, the plot was as good a plot O, George! 
such discoveries I have to make. Within I'll unravel the 


whole. | \ 
Sir Geo, Perhaps, sir, I may match 'em. 
Shift. Sir, [ Pulls him by the F ann 


Sir Geo. Never fear. It is impossible, gentlemen, to de- 


termine your fate, till this matter is more fully explained; 


till when, keep em in safe custody. Do you know them, 
sir? ; - #90 
Sir Will. Yes, but that's more than they did me. I can 
cancel. your debts there, and, I believe, prevail on those 
gentlemen to refund too But you have been a sad profli- 
gate young dog, George. 5 
Sir Geo. I cann't boast of my goodness, sir, but I think 
I could produce you a proof, that I am not so totally desti- 
tute of 
Sir Will. Ay! Why then pr ow do. 
 _ Sir Geo. I have, sir, this day, resisted a temptation, that 
greater pretenders to morality might have yielded to. But I 
will trust myself no longer, and must crave your interposi- 
tion and protection. 5 | 242 
Sir Will. To what ? 
Sir Gee. I will attend you with the explanation in an in- 
; stant. | | [ Exit, 
Sir Will. Pr'ythee, Shift, what does he mean? 
L | 
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x” Shift. I believe I can guess. 


Sir Will. Let us have it. 
Shift. I suppose the affair I overheard just now; a prodi- 


4 


| gious fine elegant girl, faith, that, discarded by her family, 


for refusing to marry her grandfather, fell into the hands 
of the venerable lady you saw, who being the kind caterer 
for your son's amusements, brought her hither for a pur- 
pose obvious enough. But the young gentleman, touched 
with her story, truth, and tears, was converted from the 
spoiler of her honour to the protector of her innocence. 

Sir Will. Look'e there, brother, did not 1 tell you that 
George was not so bad at the bottom | 

R. Meal. This does en atone for half the But they 


are here. 260 | 


Enter Sir Groro® and Luer. * | 
| Sir Geo. Fear nothing, maden, you may rfely rely on 


638— 


Lucy. My father! 
R. Neal. Lucy! | 
Lucy.. O, sir, can you forgive oa poor, distrest, unhappy 


girl? You can scarce guess how hardly I've been used, 
since my banishment from your paternal roof. Want, pin- 


ing want, anguich, | and shame, have been my constant 


Partners. j 


Sir Will. Brother! jack 270 

Sir Geo. Sir! | 

Lucy. Father! = 

R. Neal. Rise, child, tis I must ask thee forgiveness.— 
Canst thou forget the woes I've made thee suffer? Come to 
my arms once more, thou darling of my age. What mis- 
chief had my rashness nearly compleated. ä I Scarce 


can thank you as I ought, but—— 
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Sir Geo. I am richly paid in being the happy 1 instrument— 
Yet, might I urge a wish | 

R. Weal. Name it. . 280 

Sir Geo. That you would forgive my follies of to-day ; 
and, as I have been providentially the occasional guar- 
- dian of your daughter's honour, that you would Den on 
me that right for life. 

X. Weal, That must depend on Lays ; her will, not 
mine, shall now direct her choice. What says your father? 

Sir. Will. Me! Oh, I'll shew you in an instant. Give 


me your hands. There, children, now you are joined, and | 


the devil take him that wishes to part you. 

Sir Geo. I thank you for us both, _ 290 

KR. Neal. Happiness attend you. 

Sir Will. Now, brother, I hope you with aw me to be 
a good plotter. All this was brought to bear by my means. 

Shift. With my assistance, I hope you'll own, sir. 

Sir Will. That's true, honest Shift, and thou shalt be 
richly rewarded ; nay, George shall be your friend too. 
This Shift is an ingenious fellow, let me tell you, son. 

Sir Geo. I am no stranger to his abilities, sir. But, if 
you please, we will retire. The various struggles of this fair 
sufferer, require the soothing softness of a sister's love. 
And now, sir, I hope your fears for me are over; for had I 
not this motive to restrain my follies, yet I now know the 
town too well ever to be its * and will take care to 

: pregerve, at least, 304 
5 Some more estate, and principles, and wit, | 


Than brokers, bawds, and gamesters hall think fit. 
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Poor, it is true, they were ; but never wanted, 
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SHIFT, addressing Bimself to Sir GRox ck. 
And what becomes of your poor ger want Shift ? 
Your father talks of lending me à li. LC 


A great man's promise, when his turn is serv'd! 


Capons on promi ses would goon be ar co 10 


No, on myself alone Ill now rely <. 

Gad we a thriving traffic in my ye 
Near the mad mansions of Moorfields I'll Ba vol; 
Friends, fathers, mothers, sisters, sons, and all, 
Shut up your Shops, and listen to my call. 
With labour, toil, all second means dispense, 


And live a rent-charge upon Providence. 


Prick up your ears; a Story now PII tell, 
Which once a widow and her child befel, 
I knew the mother, and her daughter, well: 330 


For auhatsoe er they at d was always granted : 
One fatal day the matron*s truth was try'd, 
She wanted meat and drink, and fairly cry d. 


LE {Child. } Mother, you cry! [Moth. 1 0h, child, Pa * e | 


no bread. 


[Child.] What matters that ® Why, Peeks ant dead! 
With reason good, this truth the child might ay, 


For there came in at noon, that very day, 
Bread, greens, potatoes, and a leg of mution, 
A better cure a table ne er was put on 430 


A,, that might be, ye cry, with those poor FR 


But wwe ne'er bad a racher for the coals. 
And diye deserve it? How d'ye spend your days? 


In paslimes, prodigality, and plays! 
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Let's go cee Foote! ah, Foote's a precious limb ! i 
Old Nick auill soon a foot- ball make of him ! 
For foremost rows in side-boxes you above, 
Think you io meet with side-boxes above? 
Where giggling girls and poauder d fops may sit? 


No, \ you will all be cramm d into the pit, 340 


And croud the house for Sa an's Lenefit. 
, what, you snivel ? Well, do so no more, 
Drop, to atone, your money at the door, 
And, if I please —— PII give it 15 the Poor. 
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THE REFUSAL. 


Wyar MoLttss had drawn in his Femmes Sgavantes, and 
WziGHT had worked up into Female Virtuosi, COLLEY 
CiBBeR formed into a part of the present play. This 
| Gentleman, however obnoxious to some reigning Wits of 
his own age, was possessed every way of great theatric 
talents—what he took from others he nsually made better 
than he found it. ; 


This Comedy appeared at Drury-Lane Theatre in the year 
1720, and taking advantage of the unhappy South-Sea mad- 
ness, he sketched in his Sir GiLBERT WRANGLE a Director 

of the Company.— This character, strongly drawn, and 
well coloured, has been performed by the veteran MacxLin 
with great excellence.—GarRICR, in 1747, opened his first 
year's management at Drury-Lane with this Play. At first 
the Refusal was rejected by the audiences which his Non- 
juror had offended ; ern ne receive justice from his 
contemporaries. een eee 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by the Author. 


GALLA NT'S ! Behold Fee Hour eyes the auigbt, 
Mhote aftions stand accountable to-night, | 

For all your dividends of profit or delight. 

New plays resemble bubbles, aue must own, 

But their intrinsic value goon is known, 

There's no imposing plearure on a town; 

And when they fail, count oer his pains and trouble, 

His doubts, his fears, the poet is a bubble. | 

As heroes by the tragic mute are gung; | 

So to the comic, knaves and fools belong - 4 

Follies, to-night, of various kinds aue paint, 
One, in a female philosophic aint. 

T hat would by learning nature s laws repeal, 

Warm all her stxs booms to rebel, 

And only with platonic raptures swell. 

Long abe rezists the proper use of beauty, _ 

But ſſesb and blood reduce the dame to duty. 

A caxromb too, of modern stamp wwe shew, U 

A. impuden:. 4 South - Sea beau. 

Nay, more our muses fire ¶ but, pray, protect her) 

Roasts, 10 your taste, a avhole South-Sea director. 

But let none think we bring him here in spite, 

For all their actions, sure, will bear the light ; 

Besides, he's painted here in height of power, 

Long ere we laid such ruin at his door : 

When he was levee'd, like a stateman, by the town, 

And thought his heap d-up millions all his own. 
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No, no ; stock*s always at a thousand here, 
He'll almost honest on the stage appear. 
- Such is our fare, too feed the mind our aim, 
| But poets stand, like warriors, in their fame ; 
One ill day's work brings all their past to shame. 
T hus having tasted of your former favour, 
T he chance seems now for deeper states than ever. 
As after-runs of luck, aue re more accurst, 
To lose our winnings, than have lost at first ; 
A first stake lost has often sav'd from ruin, 
But on one cast to lose the tout=——is hard undoing. 
But be it as it may——the die is thrown, | 
Fear now were folly—— Pass the Rubicon, 
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THE REFUSAL. 


ACT J. SCENE I. 
EEE 


Westminster-Hall, Enter FRAxxI I and GRANGER meeting. 


Frankly. 
ls it possible! 
Gran. Frankly ! 
Frank, Dear Granger! I did not expel} you these ten 
days: how came you to be so much better than your word ? 
Gran, Why, to tell you the truth, because ee 
London better than Paris. ä 
Frank. That's strange: but 92 never think like other 


people. 8 
Gran. I am more apt to wk what I think than other 
people : though, I confess, Paris has its charms ; but to me, 
they are like those of a coquette, gay and gaudy ; they serve 
to amuse with, but a man would not choose to be married to 
 them.——In short, I am to pass my days in Old England, 
and am therefore resolved not to have an ill opinion of it. 
| Frank. These settled thoughts, Ned, make me hope, that if 
ever you should marry, you will be as partial to the woman 
you intend to pass your days with, 17 
Gran. Faith, I think every man's a fool that is not: but 
it's very odd; you see the grossest fools have generally 


«are a pennyworth : then too, a woman has a fine time 
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s gense enough to be fond of a fine house, or a fine horse, 


« when they have bought them: they can see the value of 


« them at least; and why a poor wife should not have as fair 
e play for one's inclination, I can see no reason, but down- 


« right ill-nature or stupidity. 
« Frank. What do you think of avarice ? BR FRE people 


te purchase wives, as they do other goods, only because theß 


« ont. 28 
ce Gran, Aye, but that will never be the case of my wife: 

« when 1 marry, I'll do it with the same convenient views as 

« a man would set up his coach ; because his estate will bear 


« it, it's easy, and keeps him out of dirty company. 


« Frank. But, what! would you have a wife have no more 


c charms than a chariot ? 


* Gran. Ah, friend, if I can but 7/0 as ; many ha. * 
at home with one, as abroad in t'other, I will take my 
« chance for her works of supererogation; and ] believe at 


worst should be upon a par with he happiness of most 


« husbands about town. 39 
* Frank, But at this rate you would marry before you are 


« in love. / 28 
&« Graz, Why not o you think a fs 1 


upon marrying the woman you love? No more than re- 


« ward is upon public merit: it may give you a title to it in- 
te deed; but you must depend upon other people's virtue to 
« find your account in either. For my part, I am not for 


building castles in the air; when I marry, I expect no 
great matters; none of your angels, a mortal woman will do 


my business, as you'll find, when I tell you my choice. All 
« desire of a wife is, that she will do as she is * and owe 


herself clean. | % on Ee 45 to 
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* Frank. Would you not have her a companion, though, 
« as well as a bedfellow ? 

& Gran. You mean, I suppose, a woman of sense. 

« Frank, I should not think it amiss for a man of sense. 


«© Gran, Nor I ; but, *sdeath ! where shall I get her? In 


r short, I am tired with the search, and will even take up 
« with one as nature has made her, handsome, and only a 
« fool of her own making.“ 
Frank. Was ever so desperate an mae 2?” Iam 
impatient till I know her. 

Gran. Even the sage and r * Sophronia. 

Frank. Sophronia! © I hope you don't take her for a fool, 
« sir:“ why, she thinks she has more sense than all her sex 
together. 

Gran. You don't tell me that as a proof of her wit, 1 
cc presume; sir. 

« Frank. No: but I think your Hang s a little extra- 
ordinary, that can resolve to marry the woman you laugh 
cc at.” 70 
Gran, It's at least a Sign 1 am in no great danger of 
« her laughing at me, Tom; the case of many a prettier fel- 
ce low. But 1 take Sophronia only to be a fool of parts, that 
& is, however, capable of thinking right; and a man must 


e be nice indeed, that turns up his nose at a woman who has 


no worse imperfection than setting too great a value upon 
* her understanding. I grant it she is half mad with her 
learning and philosophy: what then? so are most of our 
great men, when they get a little too much on't. Nay, she 
is so rapt in the pride of her imaginary knowledge, that she 
almost forgets she is a woman, and thinks all offers of love to 
her person a dishonour to the dignity of her soul; but all this 
does not discourage me: she may fancy herself as wise as she 
pleases; but unless I fail in my measures, I think I shall 

N 8 
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have hard luck if I don't make that fine flesh and blood of 
hers as troublesome as my own in a fortnight. 

Frank, You must have better luck than I had then; I was 

her fool for above five months together, and did not come ill- 
recommended to the family; but could make no more impres- 
sion than upon a vestal virgin; and yet, © how a man of 
& your cool ee can think of een her, I have no 
— = 92 

* Gran. Pebah I laugh at all her airs : a woman of a ge- 
« neral insensibility, is only one that has never been rightly 
t attacked. | 

ce Frank, Are you then really resolved to pursue her? 

* Gran. Why not? Is not she a fine creature? Has not 
« she parts? Would not half her knowledge, equally divided, 
er make fifty coquettes all women of sense? Is not her beauty 
* natural, her person lovely, her mien majestic ? Then 
. guch a constitution 101 
. Frank. Nay, she has a wholesome look, I grant you: 
« but then her prudery, and Platonic pings are insup- 
« portable. 

Gras. Now to me they are more 4iveriing than all the 
* levity of a coquette: Oh, the noble conflicts between na- 
e ture and a proud understanding, make our triumphs so in- 
« finitely above those petty conquests Besides, are not you 
ec philosopher enough to know, my friend, that a body 
« continent holds most of the thing contained? *Tis not 
your wasting current, but reservoirs, that make the foun- 
« tain play; not the prodigals, but the miser's chest that 
, holds the treasure. No, no, take my word, your prude 
rc has thrice the latent fire of a coquette. Your prude's flask 
* hermetically sealed, all's right within, depend upon't; buy 

your coquette's a mere bottle of re that's open 

7. every * EF» : | 3 117 
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& Frank, Well, sir, since you seem so heartily in earnest 
« and I see, are not to be disgusted at a little female frailty, 
I think I ought in honour to let you into a little more of 
« her. You must know then,” this marble-hearted lady, 
who could not bear my addresses to herself, has, notwith- 
standing, flesh and blood enough to be confoundedly uneasy 
that I now pay them to her sister. | 124 

Gran, L am glad to hear it. Pr'ythee, let me know all; 
for *tis upon these sort of weaknesses that I am to strengthen 
my hopes. | 4 | „ 

& Frank, You know I writ you word that I thought the 
« gafest way to convey my real passion for her sister Char- 
cc lotte, would be to drop my cold pretensions to Sophronia 
ce jnsensibly ; upon which account I rather heightened my 
te respect to her: but as you know tis harder to disguise a 
cc real inclination than to dissemble one we have not, So- 
« phronia, it seems, has so far suspected the cheat, that, since 
« your absence, she has broke into a thousand little impa- 
« tjences at my new happiness with Charlotte. 136 
Gran. Good.“ : 

Frank. But the jest is, she cann't yet bring down her va- 
nity to believe I am in earnest with Charlotte neither ; but 
really fancies my addresses there are all grimace; the mere 
malice of a rejected lover, to give her scorn a jealousy. 

Gran. Admirable! - but I hope you are sure of this, 

% Frank. *Twas but yesterday she gave me a proof of it. 

e Gran, Pray, let's hear. his ET 144 
| & Frank, Why, as Charlotte and I were whispering at one 
« end of the room, while we thought her wrapt up in one 
« of Horace's odes at the other, of a sudden I observed her 
come sailing up to me, with an insulting smile, as. who 

« should say——1 laugh at all these shallow arts then 

© turned short, and looking over her shoulder, cried aloud,— 
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& | — Ab, mier ! 
% Quantã a in Charybdi ! NY 
68 IN Digne puer meliore flamm&—— Ah ! ! methinks I See 


de the imperious hussy in profile, waving her snowy neck in- 


44 to a thousand lovely attitudes of scorn and triumph! Oh» 


« the dear vanity !* Well, when all's said, the coxcomb's 
vastly handsome. 


1 Frank, Egad, thou art the oddest fellow in the world, 


to be thus capable of diverting yourself with your mis- 


« tress's jealousy of another man. | 160 


* Gran, Psha! Thou'rt too refined a lover; I am glad of 
« any occasion that proves her more a woman than she 
« imagines. | | 
e Frank. But pray, sir, upon what foot did un Stand with 


e her before you went to France? 


% Gran, Oh, I never preveided 6 to more than 4 P ah 
« passion; I saw, at first view, she was inaccessible by love. 
* Frank. Vet, since you were resolved to pursue her, 
« how came you to think of rambling to Paris? 169 
Gran. Why, the last time I saw her, she grew so fantas- 
« tically jealous of my regarding her more as a woman than 
* an intellectual being, that my patience was half tired; and 
« having, at that time, an appointment with some idle com- 
« pany to make a trip to Paris, I slily took that occasion, 


_ « and told her, if I threw myself into a voluntary banish- 


«© ment from her person, I hoped she would then be con- 
« vinced I had no other views of happiness than what her 
« letters might, even in absence, as well gratify _— the 
* "charms of her understanding. | 

« Frank, Most solemnly impudent. 180 
* Gran. In short, her vanity was so blind to the banter, 
ce that she insisted upon my going, and made me a condi- 
6 tional promise of answering all my letters; in which I 


1 
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ce have flattered her rantic folly to that KAY that in her 
e last she confesses an entire satisfaction in the innocent dig- 
« nity of my inclinations (as she stiles it), and therefore 
« thinks herself bound in gratitude to recall me from exile: 
ce which gracious boon (being heartily tired at Paris) I am 
* now arrived to accept of. | 
4 Frank. The merriest amour that ever was! Well, and, 
Frank, why don't you visit her? | 191 
Gran. O! I do all things by rule —not till she has dined ; 
for our great English philosopher, my Lord Bacon, tells you, 
that then the mind is generally most ductile. 
Frank. Wisely considered. 
Gran. Besides, 1 want to have a little talk first with the 
old gentleman her father, 
Frank, Sir Gilbert! If I don't mistake, vonder he comes. 
Gran. Where, priythee? 
Frank. There, by the bookseller's ; don't you see him 
with an odd crowd after him ? 201 
© Gran. Oh! now I have him-——he's loaded with papers, 
like a solicitor. : FE 
Frank. Sir, he is at this time a man of the first consequence, 
and receives more petitions every hour than the court of 
chancery in a whole term, 
Gran. What! is he lord treasurer? | 
Frank, A much more considerable person, I can assure 
you; he is a South Sea director, sir. 
Gran, Oh, I cry you mercy! and those about him, I pre- 
sume, are bowing for subscripfions. - 211 
Frank. That's their business, you may be sure; but see, 
at FAT he has broke from them. Le. | 
Gran. No: there's one has got him by the sleeve 15. . 
Frank, What if we should“ stand off, 122 observe a 
little ? 


ED - 
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Gran. With all my heart. 
Sir Gilb. [To a Man at the door. ] Pr 3 be quiet, fellow! 


I tell you I'll send the Duke an answer to-morrow morning, 


[Within] It's very well, sir— 220 


Sir Gil BERT peaks, entering with a great Parcel of open Letters 
in his Hand, and others stuffing his Pockets. 


Sir Gilb, Very well! aye, so it is, if he gets it then—Why ! 
what ! these people of quality, sure, think they do you a fa- 
vour when they ask one Huh, let him come for it him- 


self! I am sure I was forced to do so at his house, when I 


came for my own, and could not get it neither - and he ex- 
pects I should give him two thousand pounds only for send- 
ing a footman to me. Why! what | Does his Grace think 


I don't know which side my bread's buttered on? Let's see! 
« who are these from ? [Reads to himself. 


, Gran, The old e no blind admirer of a man 


« of quality, I see. | 231 
&« Frank. Oh, sir! he has lately taken up a mortal aver- 


4 8 sion to any man that has a better title Fon himself. 


« Graz. How so, pray? 

&« Frahk. As he grows rich, he grows proud ; and —— 
« friends, had lately a mind to be made a lord himself; but 
« applying to the wrong person. it seems he was disappointed; 


* and ever since piques himself upon despising 5 nobleman 


« who is not as rich as himself. | 
« Gran. Hah! the right plebian spirit of Old Rogland : 


== but I think he's counted an honest man. 241 


* Frank. Umph !-—Yes, well enough—a good sort of a 
* mercantile conscience: he is punctual i in bargains, and ex- 
« pects the same from others; he will neither steal nor cheat, 


. unless he thinks he has the * of the law: then, in- 
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« deed, as most thriving men do, he thinks honour and equity 


« are chimerical notions. 
« Gran, That is, he bluntly professes whin other people 
ce practise with more breeding. But let's accost him. 


« Frank, Stay a little. 250 


« . Enter a Footman, with a Letter. 
cc Sir Gilb. To me, friend bat, will they never have 
« done? , 
« Foot. Sir, my Lady Double-chin presents her service, and 
% says, She'll call for your ne., answer to-morrow 
«© morning. 

_« Sir Gilb. Very well; tell my lady, Ill take care 
4 Eæit Footman.] to be exactly out of the way when she 
«© comes. 

* Gran, Hah! he'll keep that part of his word, I warrant 
„„ 5/721 200 

&« Sir Gilb. Let's see: the old story, I suppose [ Reads. 
« Um—um—yes, yes —only two thousand Hah! Does 
« the woman take me for a fool? Does she think I don't 
« know that a two thousand subscription is worth two thou- 
sand guineas ? And because she is not worth above four- 
ce score thousand already, she would have me give them to 
« her for nothing. To a poor relation, she pretends, in- 
« deed; as if she loved any body better than herself. A 
c drum, and a fiddle! I'll grease none of your fat sows, not I.“ 
— No, no; get you into the negative n Bless my 
eyes! Mr, Granger! 271 

Gran. Sir Gilbert, I am your most handle Servant. 

Sir Gilb. In troth, I am glad to see you in ne again. 

Mr. Frankly, your humble servant. | 

Frank. Sir, your most obedient. 
Sir Gilb, ia how goes Mississipi, man ? What, do they 


, 
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bring their money by waggon loads to market still Hay? 


Ha, ha, ha! 
Gran. Oh, all gone! Good for nothing, Sir! Your South 
Sea has brought-it to waste paper. 78 280 


Sir Gilb. Why, aye, ha'n't we done glorious things here, 
'ha ? We have found work for the coachmakers as well as they, 
boy. | 

Gran, Ah, sir, in a little time we shall reduce those who 
kept them there, to their original of riding behind them 
here. | 

Sir Gilb. Huh, buh ! you will have your joke «till I See — 
Well, you have not sold out, I hope. 

Gran. Not I, faith, sir; the old five thousand Bes snug as 
it was. I don't see where one can move it and mend it; so 
e' en let it lie, and breed by itself. | 291 

Sir Gilb, You're right, you're right hark you=—Keep 1 it— 

the thing will do more still, boy. 

Gran. Sir, I am sure it's in hals that can make it do any 
thing. 

Sir Gilb. Have you got any new subscriptions ? 

_ - Graz, You know, sir, I have been absent; and it is really 
now grown $0 valuable a favour, I have not the confidence to 
ask it. | | 
Sir Gilb. Pshah £m Rg never talk of that, man, 
Gran. If I thought you were not full, sir 301 
Sir Gilb. Why, if 1 were as full as a bumper, sir, I'll hor 


my friends in, let who will run over it. 
Frant. Sir Gilbert always doubles his e * his man- 
ner of doing them. 
Sir Gilb. Frankly, you are down for five thouzand pounds 
already, and you may depend upon every shilling of it. 
Let me see—what have I done with my list — Granger has 
| a good estate, and had an eye upon my eldest daughter be- 
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fore he went to France. I must have him in; it may chance 
to bring the matter to bear. [ Avide, 

Gran. Where did you get all these letters, Sir Gilbert? 

Sir Gilb. Why, aye, this is the trade every morning; all 
for subscriptions. Nay, they are special stuff—Here, pr'y- 
© thee, read that. 315 

Frank, Who is it from, sir ? : 

Sir Gilßb. Oh, a North-Briton ! a bloody, squabbling fel. 
low, who owes me a thousand pounds for difference, and 
that's his way of paying me. Read it. 

Gran. [Reading.] * Wuns, sir, de ye no tak me for a man 
of honour ! Yee need no send to my ludging so often for 
yeer pimping thousand pound. An ye?ll be but civil a bit, 
| Ise order the bearer, my brocker, to mack up yeer balance; 
an if ye wull but gee yoursel the trouble to put his name in- 
tull your own list for a thousand subscription, he'se pay yee 
aw down upo' the nail: but an ye wunna do this smay jubb, 
the deel dom me an ye e er see a groat from me, 6s long as 


my name is 
GeoRGE BLUNDERBUSS: 


Frank. What can ye do with such a fellow, sir? 329 

Sir Gilb. Do with him ! why, I'll let him have it, and get 
my money. I had better do that than be obliged to * for 

it, or give it to the lawyers. | 
Fran. Nay, that's true too. 


Sir Gilb, Here's another now from one of my wife's hope- | 


ful relations; an extravagant puppy, that has rattled a gilt 
chariot to pron before it was paid for, But he'll die in 


Frank, [Reading.] — Dear knight. — I see he Is ibs 
miliar. : 
_ Sir Gilb, Nay, it's all of a piece. | 340 


C 
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Frank. [ Reading. Not to mince the matter; yesterday, 
at Marybone, they had me all bob as a Robin. In short, be- 
ing out of my money, I was forced to come the easter, and 

tumbled for five hundred, dead: besides which, I owe Crop, 
the lender, a brace; and if I have a single Simon to pay him, 
rot me. But the queer cull promises to advance me t'other 

three, and bring me home, provided you will let him sneak 
into your list for a cool thousand. Vou know it's a e 
of honour in me, and will cost you nothing. 15 


© Yours in haste, 350 
RoBERT RATTLE.” 


The stile is extraordinary. 


Gries: And his motives irresistihle. 

Sir Gilb. Nay, I have them from all nations; bes one 
now from an Irish relation of my own. 

Frank. Oh ! pray, let's see. 1 So | 

Sir Gilb, There. [Frankly reads. 


Loving cousin, and my dear life. „ 
2 There is only my brother Patrick, and dat is two of us; 
and because we would have a great respect for our relations, 
we are come post from Tipperary, with a loving design to 
put both our families upon one anoder. And though we 
have no acquaintance with your brave daughters, we saw 
them yesterday at the cathedral church, and find they vil 
Esharve us vel enough. And to shew our sincere affections, 
we vil taak dem vidout never a penny of money; only, as a 
small token of shivilty on your side, we desire the favour of 
both of us each ten thousand in this same new subscription. 
And because, in our haste, some of our clothes and bills of 
exchange were forgot, prydee be so grateful as to send us two 
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score pounds, to put us into some worship for the mean time. 
So dis was all from, my dear life, | 40 
© Your humble sarvant, 
And loving relation, 
< Owen Mac OLE.“ 


Frank, A very modest epistle, truly ! | 

Sir Gilb. Oh, here's my list— Now, Mr. Granger, we'll 
see what we can do for you. Hold, here are some people, 
that have no business here, I am sure—ay, here is Dr. Bull= 
anbear, one thousand Why, ay, I was forced to put him 
down to get rid of him. 'The man has no conscience. Don't 
I know he's in every court-list under a sham name? Indeed, 
Domine Doctor, you cann't be here. [Scratches him 0. 
Then here's another favourite of my wife's too; Signor-Ca- 
poni da Capo, two thousand. What, because he can get 
as much for a song, does he think to have it for whistling 
too? Huh, huh, huh ! not I, troth; I am not for sending 
out money into popish countries. | [Blots him out. 

Frank. Rightly considered, sir. 

Sir Gilb. Let's see who's next“ Sir James 3 Knt. 
c one thousand, _ 391 

«© Gran. Who's he, sir? | 

e Sir Gilb. Oh, a very ingenious person he's well known 
« at court; he must stand; besides, I believe we shall em- 
« ploy him in our Spanish trade==——Oh! here we can 
«« gpare you one, I believe——Sir Isaac Bickerstaff, Ent. one 
thousand. > | 

« Frank. What, the fam'd ih, of Great Britain ? 

« Sir Gilb. No, no, he was a very honest, pleasant fellow; 
« this is only a relation, a mere whimsical, that will draw no- 
« body's way but his own, and is always wiser than his bet- 
ce ters, I don't understand that sort of wisdom, that's for 


* 


20 THE REFUSAL, Ad I. 


« doing good to every body but himself, Let those list him 
« that like him; he shall ride in no troop of mine, odsheart- 


cc likins! 7 - [ Blots Bim. 
4% Gran. How he damns them with a dash, like a proscrib- 

2 ing triumvir ! | 407 
« Sir Gilb., Let's see.. I would fain have another for 


you Oh, here! * Penkethman, one thousand. Ha, 
a very pretty fellow, truly! What, give a thousand pounds 
to a player! why, it's enough to turn his brain: we shall 
have him grow proud, and quit the stage upon it. No, no, 
keep him poor, and let him mind his business; if the puppy 
leaves off playing the fool, he's undone. No, no, I won't 
hurt the stage; my wife loves plays, and whenever she is 
there, I am sure of three hours quiet at home——f Blots, c.] 
——Let's see — one, three, four, five, aye, just Frankly's 
sum Here's five thousand for you, Mr. Granger, with a 
wet finger. 
Gran. Sir, I shall ever be in your debt. 420 
Su Gilb, Pooh! you owe me nothing. | f 
Fran. You have the happiness of this life, Sir Gilbert, the 
power of obliging all about you. 

Sir Gib. Oh, Mr. Frankly, money won't do every ming! 
I am uneasy at home for all this. 

Frank. Is that possible, sir, while you hate! 50 fine a lady ? 

Sir Gith. Aye, aye, you are her favourite, and have learn- 
ing enough to understand her ; but she is too wise and too 
wilful for me. 

Frank. On, sir! et, s a fine accomplihment in a 3 
lady. | 431 

Sir Gilb. Aye, it's no matter for that, che's a great plague 
to me. Not but my lord bishop, her uncle, was a mighty 
good man; she lived all along with him; I took her upon 
his word; 'twas he made her a scholar ; I thought her a mi- 
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racle; before I had her, I used to go and hear her talk Latin 
with him an hour together; and there I—-I—I played the 
fool — was wrong, I was wrong—T should not have mar- 
ried again—and yet, I was so fond of her parts, I begged him 
to give my eldest daughter the same fine education; and 80 
he did—but, to tell you the truth, I believe both their heads 
are turned. ä 442 
Gran. A good husband, sir, would set your daughter 
right, I warrant you. 

Sir Gilb. He must come out of the clouds, then; for she 
thinks no mortal man can deserve her. What think you, 
Mr. Frankly, you had soon enough of her? 

Frank, I think still, she may deserve any mortal man, sir. 

Gran. I cann't boast of my merit, Sir Gilbert; but I wish 
vou would give me leave to take my chance with her. 

Sir Gilb. Will you dine with me? 461 

Gran. Sir, you shall not ask me twice. | "4 

Sir Gilb, And you, Mr. Frankly ? 

| Frank. Thank you, sir, I have had the honour of my lady's 
invitation before I came out. 

Sir Gilb, Oh, then, pray don't fail; for when you are 
there, she is always in humour. 

Gran. J hope, sir, we shall have the happiness of the young 
wo s company too. 

Sir Gilb. Aye, aye, after dinner I'll talk with you. 460 

Frank. Not forgetting your favourite, Charlotte, sir. 

Sir Gilb. Look you, Mr. Frankly, I understand you; you 
have a mind fo my daughter Charlotte, and I have often told 
you, I have no exceptions to you; and therefore you may 
well wonder why I yet scruple my consent. | 

Frank. You h ve a right to refuse it, no doubt, sir; but I 
hope you cann't blame me for asking it, 

Sir Gilb. In troth, I don't; and I wish you had it, with 
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all my heart. But so it is there's no comfort, sure, in 
this life: for, though, by this glorious state of our stocks, I 
have raised my poor single plumb to a pomgranate, yet if 
they had not risen quite so high, you and I, Mr. Frankly, 
might possibly have been both happier men than we are. 
+ Frank. How so, sir! Le NS 
- Sir Gilb, Why, at the price it now is, I am under contract 
to give one of the greatest coxcombs upon earth the refusal 
| tay marrying which of my daughters he pleases. | 
© Gran, * nn is marriage a bubble too? 
[ 4vide, 
Sir Gilb. Nay, and am bound in honour even to speak a 
good word for him. You know young Witling. 480 
| Frank. I could have guessed your coxcomb, sir; but I hope 
he has not yet named the lady. 
Sir Gilb. Not directly; but I guess his inclinations, and ex- 
pect every hour to have him make his call * my consent 
according to form. 
% Frank, Is this possible?“ 
Gran. Sir, if he should happen to name Sophronia will 
- you give me leave to drub him out of his contract? 488 
Sir Gilb. By no means; credit's a nice point, and people 
won't suppose that would be done without my connivance: 
« beside, I believe Sophronia's in no danger. But because 
tone can be sure of nothing, gentlemen, I demand both your 
« words of honour, that, for my sake, you will neither of 
you use any acts of hostility. 
« Frank. Sir, in this case, you have a right to. command 
* 2s... 
Sir Gilb, Your hands upon't. 
« Both. And our words of ene 
Fir Gilb, I am satisfi If we can find a way to 
- outwit him, so; if Ae, here he comes I beg 
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your pardon, gentlemen ; but I won't be in | his way, till I 
cannot help it. Hum, hum! [Exits 
Gran. A very odd circumstance. | 503 
Frank, I am afraid there's something in it; and begin'to 
think, now, my friend, Witling (in his raillery yesterday with 
Charlotte) knew what he said himself, though he did not 
care what any body else did. | : 
Gran. Sure it cannot be real! I always took "witing for a 
beggar. 
Frank. So he was, or very near it, some months ago; but 
since fortune has been playing her tricks here, she has re- 
warded his merit, it seems, with about an hundred thousand 
pounds out of Change-Alley. 
Gran. Nay, then he may be dangerous indeed. 
Frank, | long to know the bottom of it. 1 | 
| Gran, That you cann't fail of; for you know he is vain + 
and familiar—and here he comes, 


Enter W1TLIN ©. 


Wit. Ha, my little Granger ! how dost thou do, child? 
Where the devil hast thou been this age? What's the rea- 
son you never come among us? Frankly, give me thy 
little finger, my dear. | „ 

Gran. Thou art a very impudent fellow, Witling. Es 

Wit. Ay, it's no matter for that ; thou art a pleasant one, 
I am sure; for thou always makest us laugh. | 

Frank, Us! what the devil dost thou mean by us, now ? 

Wit. Why, your pretty fellows, my Gear's ; 9 85 Bons vivants, 
your men of wit and taste, child. 
| Gran. I know very few of those; but I come from the 

country, sir, where half 15 nation are just such pretty fellows 
as thou arr. | 530 


46 Sharp to-day 
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Wit. Hal that must be a pleasant place indeed I—what, 
dost thou come from Paradise, child ?—Ha, ha, ha | 

& Frank. Don't you know he is just come from France, sir? 
Wit. You jest! 

4 Gran, Why, ay — Now you see, Witling, your vanity. 
« has brought you into a fool's Paradise. 

„ Wit. Oh, you pleasant cur ! What, Paris, guas: 2 dits, 
«& or Paradise. Ha! I wish I had been with you: I am sure 
& you would have thought it Paradise then. 5 

« Gran. Nay, now he's fairly in. 540 

« Wit. Tis impossible to be out on't, sir, in your com- 
« pany; wherever you are, it is always Paradise to me, EO 
« upon't. Ha, ha!“ 

Frank. Faith, Granger, hows I think he came up with vow 
Gran. Nay, since the rogue has money, we must, of 
course, allow him wit: but I think he is one of your good- 
natured ones : he does not only find the jest, but the laugh 
too. 

Wit. Ay, and to hear thee talk, child, hw bs' it . 
to want either? Ha, ha! 550 

Frank, Good again! Well said, Witling ! Why, thou art 


it. As a glover's eile, my dear; I always dart it into 
your leather heads with three edges, ha, ha! 
Gran. Pr'ythee, Witling, does not thy assurance sometimes 
meet with a repartee that only lights upon the outside of T_T | 
head ? 
Wit. Oh, your Servant, sir! What, now your fire's gone, 
you would knock me down with the butt-end, would you? Ha! 
it's very well, sir; I ha* done, sir, I ha' done; I see it's a 
folly to draw bills upon a man that has no assets. 5561 
- Gran. And to do it upon a man that has no cash of thine 
in his hands, is the impudence of a bankrupt. ET 


AZ J. THE REPUSAL« 25 


Wit. _— a mere flash in the pan“ Well, well, it's all 
© over.” —Come, come, a era a truce ; I have done; I beg 
pardon. 
% Gran, Why, thou vain 1 rogue, thy — has more 
« impudence than thy wit. Dost thou suppose I can ever 
ee take any thing ill of thee ? 569 
« Mit. Psha l fie! what dost thou talk, man ?——Why, I 
te know thou canst not live without me,Dost think I 
_ « don't know how to make allowances ? Though if I have 
« too much wit, and thou hast too little, how the devil can 
« either of us help it, you know? Ha, ha! 
4 Frank, Ha, ha! honest Witling is not to be put out of 
ce humour, I see. 
« Gran. No, faith, nor out of countenance 
« Wit. Not I, faith, my friend; and a man of turn may 
ce gay any thing to me—Not but I see by his humour, some- 
* thing has gone wrong—PI! hold six to four, now, thou hast 
& been crabbed at Paris in the Mississippi. 581 
Gran. Not I, faith, sir; I would no more put my money 
« into the stocks there, than my legs into the stocks here. 
% There's no getting home again, when you have a mind to 
« it, 
Vit. Ha! very good. But, pr'ythee, tell us; wo 
ce is the Quinquinpois as pleasant as our Change-Alley here ? 
« Gran, Much the same comedy, sir, where poor wise men 
' . Care only 1 and . to see ol. make their for- 
e tune. \\ 590 
* Wit. Ay, but a we differ, sir; PER there are men of 
« wit too, that have made their fortunes _—_— us, to my 
% knowledge. 
0 Gran, Very likely, sir; when Wenn are flush of money, 
men of wit won't be long without it. I hear you have been 


« fortunate, sir. 


D 
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4c Wit. Humph—Egad I don't know whether he calls me 
« a wit or a fool. 5 
& Gran. O, fie ! every body knows you have got a great 


_ « deal of money. 600 


« Frank. And I don't know any man pretends to more wit. 

« Wit. Nay, that's true too: ee, [ believe he has 
cc me. 929 
Gran. But, pr'ythee, Witling, how came a man of thy 
parts ever to think of raising thy fortune in Change-Alley ? 
How didst thou make all this money thou art master of? 

Wit. Why, as other men of wit and parts often do, by 
having little or nothing to lose.—-I raised my fortune, sir, 
as Milo lifted the bull, by sticking to it every day, when 'twas 
but a calf. 1 soused them with premiums, child, and laid 


them on thick when the stock was low; and did it all from a 


brass nail, boy.——In short, by being dirty once a day for a 
few months, taking a lodging at my broker's, and rising at 
the same hour I used to go to bed at this end of the town. I. 
have at last made up my accounts, and now wake every morn- 
ing master of five-and-twenty hundred a year, terra Arma, 
and pelf in my pocket: I have fun in my fob, beside, child. 

' Graz: And all this out of Change-Alley ? | 

Wit. Evexy shilling, sir; all out of N puts, bulls, rams, 
bears, and bubbles. | 620 

& Gran. These frolics of fortune do some justice at least; 


© they sufficiently mortify the proud and envious, that have 


tc not been the better for them. 
% Frank. Oh, I know some are 3 to burst even at the 
good fortune of their own relations | 
*Mit. *Egad, and so do I; there's that surly put, my 


* uncle, the counsellor, won't pull off his hat to me now. 


A poor slaving cur, that is not worth above a thousand a 
« year, and minds nothing but his business — 629 
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& Frank. And so is out of humour with you, because you 
* have done that ina twelvemonth, that he has been drudging 


« for these twenty years. | 
it. But I intend to send him word, if he does not mend 


1c his manners now, I shall disinherit him.“ 
Gran. What are we to think of this, Frankly !—Is Fortune 
really in her wits, or is the world out of them ? N 
Frank. Much as it used to be; she has only found a new 
channel for her tides of favour. : 638 
Mit. Pr'ythee, why dost not come into the Alley, and see 
us scramble for them ? If you have a mind to philosophize 
there, there's work for your speculation ! Egad, I never go 


there, but it puts me in mind of the poetical regions of death, 


where all mankind are upon a level: there you'll see a duke 
“ dangling after a director; here a peer, and a *prentice hag- 
« pling for an eighth; there a Jew and a parson making 
« up differences ; here a young woman of quality buying 
te bears of a quaker; and there an old one ing refusals to 


«r heutenant of grenadiers. - 
Fran. What a eee of mortals has he jumbled 1 


« gether! 650 
« Wit.” Oh, there's no oak fun in the universe ! —Egad, 
there's no getting away. Perish me, if I have had time to 
see my mistress, but of a Sunday, these three months. 
Gran. Thy mistress! What dost thou mean 7 Thou pw 
est as if thou hadst but one. 
Mit. Why, no more I have not, that I care a farthing 
1 1 may perhaps have a stable of scrubs, to mount my 
footmen, when I rattle into town, or so; but this is a choice 
pad, child, that I design for my own — . 
Frank. Pr'ythee, who is she??? 660 


mi. Pil shew you, my A. think I have her here 
in my pocket. 


5 


/ 
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Gran. What dost thou mean ? 0 

Wit. Look you, I know you are my friends; and 8 
since I am sure it is in nobody's power to hurt me, I'll ven- 

ture to trust you. There! that's whoo, child. 


| en 4 e 
Fran. Te here ? "Bree | \ [ Reads, 


« To Sir Giuszar WRANGLE, 


Sir. | 

According to your — of the e of Seer 
last, I now make my election of your younger daughter, Mrs. 
Charlotte Wrangle; and do hereby demand your consent, to 
be forthwith join'd to the said Charlotte in the sober state of- 
erer Witness wy hand, &. 673 
| ; WILIA Wirrixs.“ 
What a merry world do we 1 in! ng 

Gran, This indeed is extraordinary. 

Wit. I think so: I assure you, gentlemen, I take this to 
be a coup de maitre of the whole Alley. This is a call now, 
that none of your thick-sculled i could ever have 
thought on. 1 680 

Gran. Well, sir, — does this contra secure the lady's 
fortune to you too ? 

Mit. Oh, pox!. I knew that was all rug before : : he had 
settled three thousand a- piece upon them in the South-Sea, 
when it was only about par, provided they married with his 
consent, which by this contract, you know, I have a right to. 

So there's another thirty thousand dead, my dear. 
Fran. But pray, sir, has not the lady herself a right of re- 
fusal, as well as you, all this while?s? | 689 

Vit, A right! aye, who doubts it? Eve woman has a 
right to be a fool, if she has a mind to it, that's certain ; but 


* 
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Charlotte happens to be a girl of taste, my dear; she is 
none of those fools that will stand in her own light, I can i tell 
you 

Frank, Well, but do you expect she should blindly consent 
to your bargain ? 

« Wit. Blindly, no, child: but dost thou imagine any citi- 
zen's daughter can refuse a man of my figure and fortune 
with her eyes open. . | 699 
Gran. Impudent rogue! ; [ Aide. 

Frank. Nay, I grant your security's good, sir; but I mean 
you have still left her consent at large in the writing. 

Mi. Her consent! Didst thou think I minded that, man? 
I knew, if the stock did but whip up, I should make no-more 
of her than a poached egg. But to let you into the secret, 
my dear, I am secure of that already; for the slut's in love 
with me, and does not know it: ha, ha, ha! | 

Frank. How came you to know it, then? 

Wit. By her ridiculous pretending to hate me, child : for 
we never meet, but *tis a mortal war, and never part, till one 
of us is rallied to death: ha, ha, ha! 3 711 
Frank. Nay then, it must be a match; for, I see, you are 

resolved to take no answer. | | 
Mit. Not I, faith! I know her play too well for that: in 
Short, I am this very evening to attack her in form; and to 


shew you Il am a man of skill, 1 intend to make my first 


breach from a battery of Italian music, in which I design to 
sing my own Jo Pæan, and enter the town in triumph. 

Frank, You are not going to her now? -719 
Wit, No, no, I must first go and give the governor my 
summons here. I must find out Sir Gilbert ; he's here- 
abouts: I long to make him growl a little; for I know he'll 
fire when he reads it, as if it were a scire facias against the 
company's charter. Ha, ha, ha! n e — 
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« Frank, When all's said, this fellow seems to feel his for- 
« tune more than most of the _ that have been _ 
ce taken into her favour.“ | 
Sera. Pox on him! I had wats have his constitution 

L than his money.” Pr'ythee let's follow; and see mow the 
old gentleman receives him. 739 

Frank. No; excuse me; I cannot rest till I see 8 2: 
you know my affairs now require attendance, 

Gran, That's true; I beg you take no notice to Sophronia 
of my being in town ; I have my reasons for it. 


. Very well; we shall meet at dinner. Adieu. 
Exeunt te verally. 


* 


5 
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44 i ; ; f 7 
Sir GilBERT's Heute. Enter SOPHRONIA and CHARLOTTE. 


Charlotte. 
Ha, ha, ha! ; 
_  Sophe Dear sister, don't be so boisterous in your ; 
you really overpower me! 80 much vociferation is insup- 
181 1 | | 
© Char. Well, well, I 1 your + pardon but, you know 
laughing is the wholsomest thing in the world; and when one 


has a hearty occasion 


-- Soph. Look you, Ae, I grant you, that riviility is only 
given to the animal rationale; but you really indulge it, a as if 
you could give no other proof of your species. * 

. Char, And if I were to come into your sentiments, dear 
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sister, I am afraid the world would think I were of no species 
at all. 

Soph. The world, sister, is a generation of i ignorants : and, 
for my part, I am resolved to do what in me lies to put an 
end to posterity. 

. Char. Why, you don't despair of a man, I hope ? 20 

Soph. No; but I will have all mankind despair of me. 
Char. You'll positively die a maid. 

Soph. You, perhaps, may think that dying a martyr; but 
shall not die a brute, depend upon't. 

Char. Nay, I don't think you'll die ado if you can 
| help it. 

Sapb, What do you mean, madam ? i 
| Char. Only, madam, that you are a woman, and why hap- 
pen to change your mind; that's all. 29 

Soph. A woman! That's so like your ordinary way of 
thinking; as if souls had any sexes—No=—when I die, ma- 
dam, I shall endeavour to leave such sentiments behind me, 
that — non omnis moriar )—the world will be convinced we 
purer part had no sex at all. 

« Char. Why truly it will be hard to imagine that any one 
« of our sex could make such a resolution; though, I hope, 

& we are not bound to keep all we make neither. 
. « Soph. You'll find, madam, that an elevated soul may be 
« always master of its perishable part.” 39 
| Char. But, dear madam, do you suppose our souls are 
| crammed into our bodies merely to spoil sport, that a virtu- 
ous woman is only sent hither of a fool's errand? What's 
the use of our coming into the world, if we are to 80 out of 
it, and leave nobody behind us. 
Sopb. If our species can be only 3 hon those 
« gross mixtures, of which cook-maids and footmen are ca- 
“e pable, people of rank and erudition ought certainly to de- 
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test them. Oh, what a pity 'tis the divine secret should be 
lost! I have somewhere read of an ancient naturalist, Whose 
laborious studies had discovered a more innocent way of pro- 
pagation; but, it seems, his tables unfortunately falling into 
his wife's hands, the gross creature threw them into the 
fire. 1 

Char. Indeed, my + über sister, if you talk thus i in company, 


people will take you for a mad woman. 


e Soph. I shall be even with them, and think chose mad 


« that differ from my opinion. 


* Char. But I rather hope the world will be so charitable, | 


& as to think this is not your real opinion.” 


Soph. I shall wonder at nothing that's said or thought by 


| peaple of your sullied imagination. G1 


Char. Sullied ! I would have you to know, madam, I think 
of nothing but what's decent and natural. 0 | 

- $0pb. Don't be too positive, Nature has its indecencies. 

_ Char, That may be; but I don't think of them. 

© Soph. No! Did not you own to me, just now, _— were de- 
termined to marry? 

- Char, Well; and where's the crime, pray? 

- Soph; What! you want to have me explai ? ButTI Shall 


not defile my imagination with such gross 1 70 
- « Char. But, dear madam, if marriage were such an abo- 


, minable business, how comes it that all the world allows it 
to be honourable? And I hope you won't expect me to 


< be wiser r than way” of _ nn dy RN the con- 


* 


« Soph. No; but if you will Fred buy sister, you will 
« find that the subjects of the greatest empire upon earth 
c were only propagated from violated chastity : the Sabine 
e ladies were wives, tis true, but glorious ravished wives. 
« Vanquished they were indeed, but they surrendered not: 
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ce they screamed, and cried, and tore, and as far as their weak 
« limbs would give them leave, resisted and abhorred the 
* odious jo 83 

% Char. And yet, for all that niceness, they brought a 
6 chopping race of rakes, that bullied the whole world abou? 
e them. 

t Soph. The greater still their glory, that though they were 
* naturally prolific, their resistance, proved they were out 
« glaves to appetite. 

Char. Ah, sister ! if the Romans had not been so sharp 
« get, the glorious resistance of these fine ladies might have 
« been all turned into coquetry. e 92 
„„ Soph. There's the secret, sister; had our modern dames 
« but the true Sabine spirit of disdain, mankind might be 
« yet again reduced to those old Roman extremities ; and 
e our $hameless brides would not then be led, but dra;;- 
« ged to the altar; their spoz:a/ia not called a marriage, but 
« a sacrifice: and the conquered beauty, not the bridal vir- 
«6 gin, but the victim. | 99 

« Char. Oh, ridiculous! and so you would have no wo- 
«© man married that was not first rayished, according to law? 

« Soph. I would have mankind owe their conquest of us 
« rather to the weakness of our limbs than of our souls. And 
« if defenceless women must be mothers, the Oye at 
* least, Should lie all at their door.“ | | 
Char. Have a care of this over-niceness, dear rioters lene 
some agreeable young fellow should seduce you to the con- 
fusion of parting with it, You'd make a most rueful figure 
in love! 109 

Soph, Sister, you make me shudder at your e I in 
love! I admit a man! What, become the voluntary, the 
lawful object of a corporeal sensuality ! Like you to choose 
wyvelf a tyrant l a despoiler | a husband ! — | | 


A 


| 
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C dar. 1 am afraid, by this disorder of your thoughts, dear 


sister, you have got one in oy head that you don't know 


| how to get rid of. 


$0ph, I have, indeed; but it's only the male creature that | 


you have a mind to, 


Char. Why, that's possible too ; for I have often observed 
you uneasy at Mr. Frankly's being particular to me. 120 
- Soph, If I am, *tis upon your account, because I know he 
imposes upon you. h 
Char. You know it? 

« Soph. I know his ; heart, and that aid. 1s mistress 
« Of it. | 

« Char. Another ! 

- « Soph,” Another; but one that to my e will 
never hear of him; so don't be uneasy, dear dlener, all in 
« my power you may be assured of. | 70 

„ Char. Surprisingly kind, indeed! n 30 
„ Soph. And you know too 1 have A great: deal in my in- 


e clination 


« Char.. For me or him, dear deter f 
Spb. Nay, now you won't suffer me to oblige you 3 ; 


=_— tell you, I hate the animal 1. for half a good 4 


« would give him away. 
« Char. What ! before you have him? 
cc Soph. This affected 1 ignorance is so vain, dear sister, that 


The | « [ now think it high time to explain to you. 


« Char. Then we shall understand one another.” 140 

Sopb. You don't know, perhaps, that Mr. Frankly i is . 
sionately in love with me? 

Char, I know, upon his treating with my father, his law- 


yer once made you some offers. 


Soph. Why then you may know too, that upon my slighting 
those offers, he fell immediately into a violent despair. | 
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Char. I did not hear of its violence. 

«« Soph. So violent, that he has never since dared to open 
his lips to me about it; but to revenge the secret pains I 
« gave him, has made his public addresses to you. 150 

« Char. Indeed, sister, you surprise me: and 'tis hard 
_ * to say, that men impose more upon us than we upon our- 
ce gelves. 

ce Soph. Therefore, by what I have told you, you may now 
cc be convinced he is false to you. 

« Char. But is there a necessity, my dear PE ls that 
* must rather believe you than him? Ha, ha, ha!“ 

Soph. How, madam ! Have you the confidence to question 
my veracity, by $8upposing me n of an endeavour to de- 
ceive you? 1860 
Cbar. No hard words, dear sister: 1 is auppose you as 
capable of deceiving yourself as I am. 

Soph. Oh, mighty probable, indeed ! You are a person of 
infinite penetration! Your studies have opened to you the 
utmost recesses of human nature; but let me tell you, sister, 
that vanity is the only fruit of toilette lucubrations. I deceive 
myself: ha, ha, ha . 8 

Cbar. One of us certainly does! Ha, ha! 

Sopb. There I agree with you. Ha, ha! 169 

Char. Till I am better convinced then on which side the 
vanity lies, give me leave to laugh in my turn, dear sister. 

. Soph. Oh, by all means, sweet madam} Ha, ha! 

Both, Ha, ha, ha! 
_ Char, Oh, here's mamma; che perhaps, may decide the 
Guin. Ha, ha ! 


Enter Lady WranGLE. 
1 . So, Mrs Charlotte! what wonderful nothing, 
| pray, * be the * of this mighty 4 merriment ? 
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Soph. Nothing, indeed, madam : or, what's next to no- 


thing; a man, it seems. Ha, ha! | | 179 
L. Vrang. Charlotte, wilt thou never have any thing else 
in thy head? 


Char. I was in hopes, nothing, that was in my sister's 
head, would be a crime in mine, madam. | 
L. Wrang. Your sister's! What ? How ? Who is it you 


arelaughing at? 


Char. Only at one another, and ; but, perhaps, your 
ladyship may laugh at us both; for it seems my sister and I 


both insist that Mr. 1 558 is ne in 52 but with 


one of us. 


I. rang. Who, child? 190 
* $0ph. Mr. Frankly, madam. | 
T. Wrang. Mr. Frankly in love with one of you! 1 

Soph. Ay, madam; but it seems we both take him to ourselves. 5 
I. Wrany. Then Charlotte was in the right in one point. 


Soph. In what, dear madam? 


Z. Wrang. Why, that for the same reason you have been 


laughing at one another, I must MD beg leave to laugh 


at you both Ha, ha | | 199 
Char. So, this is rare sport. | [ Avide. 
T. Wrang. But pray, ladies, how long has the chimera of 
this gentleman's passion for you been in either of your heads ? 
Soph. Nay, madam, not that I value the conquest; but 
your ladyship knows he once treated with my father upon 
my account. 
L. Wrang. I know he cial that his Ronny to get ac- 


quainted in the family. 


Soph. Perhaps, madam, I have more coercive reasons, but 
am not concerned enough, at present, to insist upon their 


validity. | | 210 
L. Wrang. Sophronia, you have prudence. [ Sophronia 
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avalks by and reads] But what have you to urge, sweet lady? 
How came this gentleman into your head, pray ? 

Char. Really, madam, I cann't well say how he got in, but 
there he is, that's certain; what will be able to get him out 
again, Heaven knows. 

I. Wrang. Oh, I'll inform you then; think no more of 
him than he thinks of you, and/T'11 answer for your cure. 
Ha, ha, ha ! 

Char. I shall follow your prexcription, madam, when Lam 
once sure how little he thinks on me. . 

L. Wrang. Then judge of that, when k assure you that his 
heart is utterly and solely given up to me. 

Soph. Well! I did not think my lady had been capable of 
so much weakness. | [Avide. 

Char. How ! to you, madam ? How is that possible, unless 
he makes you dishonourable offers? 

L. Wrang. There's no occasion to suppose that neither: 
there are passions you have no notion of: he knows my 
virtue is impregnable : but that preserves him mine. 
| Char. Nay, this does puzzle me indeed, madam. 231 
Soph, If you had ever read Plato, sister, you might have 
known, that passions of the greatest dignity have not their 
source from veins and arteries. 

I. rang. Sophronia, give me leave to judge of that; per- 
haps I don't insist that he is utterly Platonic neither; the - 
mansion of the soul may have its attractions too; he is as yet 
but adum & molle and may take what form I please to 
give him. Wo} 239 

Char, Well, madam, since © I see he is 50 utterly at your 
ladyship's disposal, and that tis impossible your virtue can 
make any use of him in my vulgar way; shall I beg: your 
good word to my father, only to, make me mistress of his 
mortal part ? | 


f 
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L. Wrang. Heavens! what will this world come to ? . This 
e creature has scarce been two years from school, and yet is 
<« impatient for a husband? No, madam, you are too young 
as yet; but——Cruda marito. Vour education is not yet 
finished; first cultivate your mind, * corre& and mortify 
e these sallies of your blood; learn of your sister here, to 
live a bright example of your sex; refine your soul; give 


your happier hours up to science, arts, and letters; enjoy the 


raptures of philosophy, subdue your passions, and renounce 
the sensual commerce of mankind. _ 254 

Char. Oh, dear madam, I should make a piteous philoso- 
pher; indeed your ladyship had much better put me out to 
the business I am fit for: here's my sister has learning 


enough o' conscience for any one family; and, of the two, I 
| had much rather follow your ladyship's example, and use my 


humble endeavours to increase it. 260 

L. Wrang. My example! Do you suppose then, if I had 
been capable of gross desires, I would have chosen uy” father 
for the gratificator of them ? 

Char. Why not, madam; my papa' 's 2 hale man, and 
though he has twice your ladyship's age, he walks as straight, 
and leads up a country dance as brisk as a beau at a ball. 

L. Wrang. Come, none of your sensual inferences from 
thence ; I was governed by my parents, I had other views in 
marrying Mr. Wrangle. ts | | 269 

Char. Yes, a swinging jointure. [ 451d. 

L. Wrang. When you have gone through my studies, 


madam, philosophy will tell you, tis possible a well-natured 


mind, though fated to a husband, may be at once a wife and 
virgin. 
Char. Prodigious! Wm [dride. 
I. Wrang. What is't you ee" at, madam ? | 
Char. Nothiog, madam, _ I don't understand these 
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philosophical mysteries; but if your ladyship will indulge me 
in marrying Mr. Frankly, as for dying a maid afterwards, Ill 


take my chance for it. 80 


L. Wrang. What a giddy confidence ! But thou art strangely 
vain, Charlotte, to be so importunate for a man, that, as I 
. have told thee, has the misfortune to be passionately in love 
with me. 

| Char. Indeed, indeed, madam, if your ladyship would but 
give him leave to open his mind freely, he would certainly 
tell you another story. | 

I. Wrang. I will send for him this minute, and convince 
you of your error. 


Enter a Servant. | 
Serv. Madam, Mr. Frankly. 290 


IL. Wrang. He never came more opportunely : desire him 


to walk in. c [ Exit Serv. 


Enter Mr. FRANKLY. 


L. "Woo Oh, Mr. Frankly, the welcomest man alive. 
Frank, Then I am the happiest, I am sure, madam. 
L. Wrang. Oh, fye! is there * one of this company 
could make you so? | 296 
Frank, There's one in the company, madam, has a great 
deal more in her power than I'm afraid she'll part with to me. 
Soph. Are you this hard-hearted N sister? Does this 
description reach you, pray? | - [ drige, 
5 Char: The power does not describe you, I'll answer for it. 
L Aide. 
| . — Nay, now you grow particular — Vou have 
something to say to one of these ladies, Pm sure. 303 
| | [To Frankly. 
Frank, I have Something, nn, to say to both of them. 
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Soph, Shall we let him m— sister ? 

_ Char, Freely. 

I. Wrang. Which of these two now, if you v were free to 
choose, could you really give up your heart to ? 

Frank, Oh, madam ! as to that, I dare only * as Sir 


John Suckling did upon the same occasion. 3210 


Soph. Pray, what was that? 

Frank. He sure is happiest that has hopes of either; 
| Next him is he that sees you both together. 

L. Wrang. Perfectly fine—Nor is there more wit in the 
verses themselves, than in your polite application of them 
Mr. Frankly, I must beg your pardon—T know it's rude to 
whisper; but you have 8 and to oblige a wo- 
man 318 

Frank. Is the bald of my life, madam— What the devil 
can all this mean? I have been oddly catechised here—Sure 
they have not all agreed to bring me to a declaration for one 
of them—It looks a little like it But then, how comes 
« Charlotte into so vain a project! Nay, so hazardous! She 
« cann't but know my holding the other two in play has been 
« the only means of my getting admittance to her—Perhaps 


t they may have piqued her in this experiment not unlikely.” 


But I must be cautious. f DLAtide. 
L. Wrang. Nay, ladies you cann't but say I laid you fairly 
in his way. [ Apart to Soph. and Char.] And yet you see 
from how palpable a regard to me he has ingeniously avoided 
a declaration for either of you at least. 5: 331 
Soph. Your ladyship won't be offended ; if, for a moment, 
we Should suspend yonr conclusion. 
L. Wrang. Not in the least; if Oy can make you 
happy, live always in it. 
Char. But pray, madam, let him wy on a little. 
I. Wrang. Oh, * shall have enough of him. Well, you 
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are a horrid tyrant, Mr. Frankly. Don't you plainly see, 
here are two ladies in this company that have a mind you 


Should declare in favour of one of them ? 85 340 


Frank. Ves, madam; but I plainly see there are three la- 


dies in the company. 
IL. Wrang. What then? 


Frank. Why then, madam, I am more afraid of ng 


that third person than either of the other two. 

L. Wrang. [To Soph. and Char.] Observe his ue 
his awe; he knows 1 love respect. 

_ With submission, oy I never was familiar with 


| him. 349 


c L. Wan: Cn now, do you both ask the question as 
er have done, each exclusive of herself. | 
& Char. Your ladyship's in the right [ Z:e.] Sir, 


c 
« ther it be my lady or my sister you are really in love with? 

« Frank. So, now it's plain. ¶ Aide. ] when either of them 
ask me, you'll be out of the nen I can assure you, 
«© madam. 155 


« [, Wrang. Ha, ha 


Soph. Who's in the question now, sister? 359 | 


* Char. If I had put myself in, you would not have been 


« there, I'll answer for him. | [ 4ride, 


„ Soph, Then I'll do you that a analog 
Franl. So, now the other but I am ready for her too. 


* Soph. You see, sir, the humour we are in: though don't 


«« guppose, if I ask you the same question, tis from the 
« 5ame motive; but since these ladies have obliged me to it 
Which of them is it you sincerely are a slave to? 
Fran. Since I find your motive is only complaisance to 
« them, madam, I hope you wilt not think it needs an answer. 
* Soph. I am satisfied Vour lordship was pleased to men- 


ce 


2 E 
3 | . 


ithout any apology then, I am obliged to ask you, whe- 
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« tion . 6h think there's respect and . too, 
«© madam. Aide to L. Wrang.“ 

BH, rang. I grant it; * but both to me, child.“ But I 
will speak once more for all of us Sir, that you may not be 
reduced to farther ambiguities, suppose we are all agreed you 
should have leave to declare which of us then your heart is 

utterly in the disposal of? 

Frank. Then I must suppose, madam; that one of. you 
have a mind I should make the other two my enemies. 

I Mrang. All your friends depend upon us. 380 

Frank. So were all the three goddesses to Paris, madam, till 
hepresumed to be particular, and rashly gave the apple to Venus 
ou know, madam, Juno was his immortal enemy. ever after. 

SE — Manet altd. mente repostum. a 


Judicium Paridis, Ipretiægus injuria forme, 
j 11a; Mrang. Sir, you are excus'd; the en and elegance 
of your reply has charm*d me. | 
_ Soph. Now, sister, was this delicacy of his taste mllenming 
Shewn: to recommend himself to me or you; think you? 
Cbar. Oh, I don't dispute its recommending him to you. 
Soph. He thinks it does, depend upon. 391 
Ghar. Though I can hardly think that of niet | 
_ indeed, he. has taken much pains to recommend himself 
to me all this while. I see no reason, because they are to be 
rexpegted, RN that I: _ not be pleased in my turn 


too. * Label. 
Frank, e gre nptemat you a question. 
I. rang. Vou may command us, sir. 1 00 


_ 11 Prank, Then: whose cruel proposal was it to urge me to a 
declaration of my heart, when you all knew,there was not 

one of you, from the disposition of whose mind or circum- 

stances I: could hope tlie least favour or 9 60 5 

I. nuf. Explain yourself: E326. 

Frank, I first, madam, as to your ladysbip, 3 you are 
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honourably disposed of; from you my utmost vanity could 
no more form a hope, than could your virtue give it And 
here, [ To Soph. ] if possible, my fate were harder still—here 
I must have to encounter rivals numberless and A 

Soph. Rivals! _ 409 
* Frank. Ay, madam, is not every volume in your library a 
aivalt Do you not pass whole days, nay, sometimes happier 
nights, with them alone ? The living and the dead promis- 

e cuous in your favour ? Old, venerable sages, even in their 
graves, can give you raptures, from whose divine enjoyment 
no mortal lover can persuade you. 1 EK 

Sopb. [ To Ohar. ] Is this to please you, sister? 

Char. Truly, I think not ——he has mistaken the way, at 

least. 

Fran. [Turning to Char. ] And here, d 41 9 

I. Mrang. Hold, sir; a truce with your negatives, lest 

they grow too vehement in their affirmation, You have 

hitherto my esteem, preserve it by your discretion, and force 
me not to revoke the freedom I have this day given you. 

\Sophronia, I have carried this matter to the very utmost li- 
mits of discretion. I hope you and your sister are now de- 
livered from your error; if not, I'II en withdraw, und 
leave you to a full conviction. © [ xt. 

Frank. I am afraid my lady takes conterhday/ ill ofaite. 

_ Soph, Sir, what you have done was from her: own desire; 
and since I partly am the eps it is W Istand en- 
gaged for your reconciliation. 4451 

Frank. Then give me leave ben aka i 
Siopb. From what pretension, sir? From any weakness of 

27 behaviour? Hope! Do you consider the licentidus and 
extensive consequences of that odious word? ee 'You 
make me tremble at the theughlt. 

Frank. Madam, I only mean ðͤ 


| 
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Soph. I know your nn sir: and therefore must not 


Hear it. 439 


© Frank. This is new with a vengeance ! „ Tabs. . 
Soph. Sister, “ I am sorry our argument has reduced me 
ce to stand so outrageous an instance of your conviction; but 
« you may profit from the insult:“ you may now learn to 
moderate your vanity, and to know yourself. Oh, tis a hea- 


venly lesson E cel descendit gnothe seauton. LExit. 


Frank. What a solid happiness is now crept into her mind 


| through the crack of her in I er you are not $90 


too, madam ? 
| Char. I don't know any inn 1 have here. 
Frank, 80— Egad, I have disobliged them all, I believe. 


[ Z5ide.] You are not out of humour. - "opt 


Cbar. I don't know whether Iam or no. 
| Frank. So cold, Charlotte, after I have had wy wits upon 
the stretch this half hour to oblige you. | 


Char. What, in nn up 1 2 people“ S vanity at my 


-EXpence. ? 


Frank. Would you a had me i up their Eau 


at the expence of my being well with you? 


Char. You, that are so dexterous in imposing upon bers, 


| may impoze upon me too, for aught I know. - , 4560 


« Frank, Come, come, don't impose upon yourself, Char- 


4 lotte, by this groundless, this childish resentment. 


* Char. She that has no resentment at all, may be ander | 


« treated as long as she lives, I find.” 


Frank. Pray, think a little. Is my having ary e ri- 


diculous by youre consent, exporing _ to them, or them 
to you ? 


Cher. I don't kong) how the ator ad but I 


e find an c __ you e Oy me I 
| AER 1 | et - 470 
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Frank. Well, well; since you cann't justify your being in 
an ill humour, it's a fair step, at least, to your coming into a 
good one. 

Char. Come, I will not be wheedled now. 
7 rank, wk but hear me. | 475 


sor HRONIA enters uRSEEN, while FRANK LY Seems to entertain 
CHARLOTTE apart. 


Soph. What can these creatures be doing alone together? 
« ] thought I left my sister in too ill a humour to retire with 
« him; but I see these carnage lovers have such a meanness 
« in their souls, they'll overlook the grossest usage to accom- 
« modate their sensual con corporation.  *Tis so-her eyes 
have lost all resentment already. But I must not be seen, 
lest they mistake my innocent curiosity for jealousy. 482 

Char. Well, but you might have thrown in a civil Guy to 
me, in my turn, too. 

Frank. Alas, poor lady Pray, what one civil thing did I 
mean to any body but yourself? Besides, was not you one of 
the three goddesses, Miss Charlotte ? Which of the company 

do you suppose I meant by Venus, pray? 

Car. How silly you make me. 

\ Frank. Nay, I was going to say a great aka more to you, 
if my lady had not stopped my mouth. | 491 
Sopb. Is it possible | 2 (Aude. 
Cbar. Why, then, I beg your pardon ; for, in short, I find 
I have only been fool enough to be uneasy, because they had 
not sense enough to be mortified. 

Frank. A pretty innocent confession, ot 

ak Have I my senses? 

Char, Well, but tell me, what was it you had a mind to 
say to me? 85 
Frank. Nothing to what 1 now could n Char- 


ö 
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lotte, my heart grows full of you ; the least look of kindness - 


softens me to folly !—Indeed I love you. 502 
Soph. Soh ac De 
Char. And for what, afterall? * .. [Smling. 


Frank. For that and for a thousand charms beside. [Press- 
ing her hand.]—There's something in your looks so soft, so 
gentle, so resigned, and plaintive ; I loved before I knew it, 
and only thought I gave the pity that I wanted. | 

_ Char. What transport's in the ee when the tender- 
ness is mutual! 8 25-47-20 
| Soph. Oh, the enormous 8 but vn begone, lest 
te intoxication should know no bounds. No, on second 
thoughts, I'Il stay: this odious object may be useful; vi- 
« pers, if rightly taken, are preservatives: and as the Spartans 
© taught their children to abhor intemperance, by shewing 
« them their slaves exposed, and senseless in their wine; s 
« J, in contemplation of this folly, may be fortified against 
5 it.. Oh, the abandoned wantons What a riotous 
ve disorder now must run through every vein of her whole 
oe gystem ?; How can they thus deface the dignity of hu- 
« man being? [Daring this, Frankly and Charlotte em in 
an amoreus dispute, till he kisses her. I— A kiss! nay, then, tis 
insupportable. {She goes 70 rbem.—Sister, I am amazed you 
can stand trifling here, when my father is come home, and 


you know he wants you. _ | 3525 
Ch)bar. She has certainly seen u us, ee Prank, 
ct Frank. mmm © 

3 to Char, 


Soph. Shall I tell him you will not comes mad? 

Char. Well, do not be in a passion, dear sister. 
Fraun. Oh, fye! why should you think 80 But is Sir 
Gilbert come in, madam? I have a little business with him. 


If — Ell wait upon you to * 
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. Char. With all my heart. | 25 8 $33 
a Frank. e pe g. & c. | [Singing.” 
| COD A Frank. am Char. 
Sek. What means this bende of thought ?—< Why 
c am I thus disordered!“ It cannot, nay, I will not have 
it jealousy. No, if I were capable of folly, Granger might 
mislead me; yet still I am disturbed. “ Yes, tis plain, I 
am incensed, provoked at him; but can I not assign the 
cause Oh, I have found it! Having first offered up his 
heart to me, his giving it to another, without my leave, is an 
ins ult on my merit, and worthy my resentment— that's all.— 
How, then, shall I punish him? — By securing her to his 
rival. Witling shall have her; I will work it by my lady; 
she seems his friend Yes, yes, that will entirely ease 
«© my heart. How I rejoice to find *tis only decent pride that 
te has disturbed me. Yes, Pl eee. resent 1 to their 


cc mutual disappointment.? ceo 
© Thus both chall wuffer, doom'd to different Ae.” a 
His be despair ; be hers, the man she hates. r 


Enter Lady WRANGLE, and S0PHRONIA: 808 


e e L Wrangle j 
| Ladders x You amaze me! Kiss ue say e What, a 
à lover, amorously, voluptuously 2 
Heros Nga done thee, glowing fervour of a liber 
e 1 
. Pie; Then I am ade 760 " I went that 
. e letters, and philosophy, had only charms for him: I 
FE have — soul all rapture in their praises; 2511 and 


: 
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believed myself the seeret object of them all. But is he 
«,yulgar, brutal, then, at last? No Punic faith so false. 
cc Tis well; he has deceived me, and I hate _ Oh, that 


cc forward creature. | FW 


« Soph. She warms as I could wish. | | [ Aide. 


L. Vrang. But, tell me, dear Sophronia, how did that 
naughty girl behave to him? — Was the shame chiefly his ?— 


Did she resist, or how was this odious kiss obtained ?— 
« Were his persuasions melting, or her allurements artful ?— 
cc was he ensnared, or did his wiles seduce her?“ Oh, 
tell me all his pra cant I burn to RING yet wish to be 
deceived, fi: ry 435 10 

Soph. ——Speratque re all- Directiy jealous of him 3 
but I'll make my uses of it. [ Aide. Nay, madam, I must 


oven the guilty part was chiefly hers. Had you but seen the 


warm advances that she made him, “ the looks, the smiles, 
« the toying glances; Oh, such wanton blandishments to al- 


s lure him!“ you would think his crime, compared to hers, 


but frailty. 

I. Wrang. Oh, the little sorceress hut [ shall stop 
her in her loose career: I'll have her know, forward as she 
is, her inclinations shall wait upon my choice ; and since she 
will run riot, 1'll have her clogged immediately. I'll marry 


her, a but where I think fit, No, Mr. Witling is 
| her man, or She's a maid for ever. | 32. 


Soph. That madam, I doubt, she will never 1 brought 
too; she mortally hates him. 
L. Wrang. So much the better; 1 do not deaign him, 
therefore, as her happiness, but her punishment. . | 
Dans 1 is yn os en eee my purpose. 8 
e Pe | Aide. 
265 = Op Oh, u a man of his . FR could fall 


from 5 Such a r Was ever 40 thing so mean, n | 
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Soph. I am surprised indeed. My sister, too, is so  Wite- 
rate, madam. | | 41 

L. Wrang. To contaminate his intelleQs with such a chit 
of an animal; O tempora / 

Soph. O mores! Tis a degenerate age, indeed, anc 

% L. Wrang. Nothing but noise and ignorance; girls and 
« yanity have their attractions now. 

« Soph. Oh, there's no living, madam, while coquettes are 
ce go openly tolerated among a civilized people! | 

L. Wrang. I protest, they are so insolently insidious, 
ce they are become mere nuisances to all innocent society. 


« Soph. I am amazed the government should not set the 


« idle creatures to work. | 52 
L. Wrang. The wisdom of our ancestors restrained nh. 


« horrid licences; and, you see, the laws they made, described 


« them all by the modest term of spinsters only.” —- But 
I'Il take care of her, „at least; and since she is become a 
« public mischief, to humble her will be a public good.“ 11 
send to Mr. Witling this moment, and invite him to dine here. 
I desire you will be in the way, child, and assist me in 
bringing this matter to a speedy conclusion. [Exits 

Soph. Yes, I shall assist you, madam ; though not to gra- 
tify your resentments, but my own. Poor lady! Is this then 
all the fruit of your philosophy? Is this her conduct of the 
ec pass ions, not to endure another should possess what she pre- 
« tends to scorn ? Are these her self-denials ? Where, where 
« was her self. examination all this while? The least inquiry 
« there had shewn these passions as they are: then had she 
« seen, that all this anger at my sister was but envy: those 
e reproaches on her lover, jealousy; even that jealousy, the 
child of vanity, and her avowed resentment, malice l 
Good Heaven! Can she be this creature, and know it not ? 

And yet tis 50—$0 partial's Nature to herself. 72 
35 | c a 
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& That charity begins, where knowledge shou'd, 
&« And all our wisdom'”s counsellod by the blood :*? 

The faults of others ave-with cate discern, 
But our own frailties are the last we learn. 


As abe is going off, Enter FRANKLY, and CHARLOTTE, 


_ Ha! perpetually together! 


Char. In contemplation, sister? I am afraid we nb 
you: come, Mr. Frankly, we'll go into the next room. 
Soph. No, madam, if you have any secrets, I'll retire. 80 

Char. Nay, we have none now, sister, but what 1 dare 
Swear you are certainly let into; ha, ha, ha! 

'Frank. So she must have a gentle insult, I find; but it 


| will be prudent in me to keep the peace, Aude. 


Sepb. These taunts are insupportable ! but to confess the 
smart, were adding to her triumph. np. | aun. 

Char. Why so grave, Sophronia ? ö | 
Soph. Why that question, nnn M you often see me 
otherwise? 

- Char. No; but T e upon e e de we had 


secrets; you drew up a little. | "Lg 
-  Soph.. Tis possible, I-might not bet in a laughing humour, 


without thinking any of your secrets important. 


Frank, People, madam, that think much, always wear a 
serious aspect. [Te Char. 

Soph. As the contrary der, may be a reason for your 
continual mirth, 
- Char, Well, well; so Iam but happy, 4 4 am content 
you should be wise as long as you live. | 99 
©" Soph. You have one sign of wisdom, I see: a little ag 
contents you. There's no bearing ner. LA. and exit. 

Cbar. She's in a high miff. 5 

Frank. I am afraid there's no good towards us t I obsgrved 
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my lady, as she nn too, had much the same cloud upon 
her brow. | 
Char. Then she has cerrainly told her 105 she caught us 


fooling together. | 
Frank. No doubt on't ; therefore we must expect all the 


mischief that either of them can do us. | 
Char. My sister cann't do us much, at least. 110 

Frank. She can blow up my lady; and, you know, 15 lady 
governs your father. 

Char. She does a little overbear him, indeed; not but he 
will make his party good with her upon occasion: I have 
known it come to a drawn battle between them, especially 
when he has any body to stand by him. A sad life, though, 
Mr. Frankly, when conjugal engagements are _ battles ; 


does not their example frighten you? 
Frank. I can see no hazard in taking my chance with you, 


n A HR +: FB 


Sora RONIA returns, and stops chort, seeing FRANKLY whe 
CHARLOTTE's Hand. 

Soph, So! closing again the minute they are b but 1 
shall make bold with them. I Corr forward. ]—Pray, sister, 
what did you do with that book of mine you took 2 this 
morning ? 9 

Char. What book ? 

Soph. The Confucius, you know, in my chamber. 


" Char, Oh, I did not mind it; Fleft it upon the green table. 7 A 


| Soph. Very well——that's all——1 beg your pardon. — 
3 a een sight she is! | r 
|  [ Exit, and drops her handkerchief. 

: Frank, This beck was only a pretence to break in upon us. 
Char, Plainly——$he haunts us like the ghost in Hamlet. 
But, pray, what talk had you with my father, just now ? 


5 
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| Frank. A great deal: we are upon very good terms there, 
I can tell you: but his conscience, it seems, is under the 
most ridiculous dilemma sure that ever was. 

Char. What do you mean? 

Frank. If you will have patience to hear it, I I'll tell you, 

Char. I shall have no patience till I do hear it. 138 
_ + Frank, You must know then, some time ago. © Sir Gil- 
_ © bert happened in a mixed company in Change-Alley, to 
« join in a laugh at Mr.” Witling, for his folly (as it was 
« then thought) in giving out premiums for the refusal of 
* South-Sea stock at an extravagant price: the beau being 
piqued to an intemperance, to see his bargains a jest, 
e offered, in heat of blood, to back his judgment with more 
0 money, for a harder bargain, and ten times as chimerical. | 

0 Char, Ay, now let's hear. 147 

. Fran. Thus it was: he“ told an handed is into 
your father's hand: in consideration of which, (if Witling 
could prove himself worth fifty thousand pounds within the 
year, and the South-Sea stock should in that time mount to 
a thousand per cent. why then, and on those conditions only) 
| your father was to give him the refusal of you, or your sister 
in marriage. This whimsical offer turned the laugh of 
« the company to the beau's side, at which Sir Gilbert im- 
« patient of his triumph, and not being in the least appre- 
« hensive either of the stocks rising to that price, or that 
« this rattle-headed fellow could possibly make such a for- 
« tune in that time, fairly took the money, and signed the 
t contract. Now the stock. it seems, is come up to his price, 
and the spark has actually proved himself worth near double 
7 the sum he conditioned for, 558 
- Char. For Heaven's sake! am I to take all this seriously? 
Frank. Upon my life tis true: but don't mistake the mat- 
ter; Sir Gilbert has left his. _ daughter's inclinations, free: 


there i is no force to be put ä them in the bergain. 
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. Char. Oh, then I can take my breath again,” 

« Frank, No, no; you are safe as to that point : you may 
*« do as you please; he has only tied up his own consent. 
« But Witling having this call upon it, Sir Gilbert is inca- 
&« Ne as he says, of giving it at present to me. 171 

, Char. Well; but in the mean time, suppose he —_—_ 
« give it to you; what's the penalty? 

« Frank. That's true; I had like to have nnn it: the 
penalty ſis this: if Sir Gilbert refuses his consent, then he 
« ig to give Witling an alternative of the three thousand 
+8 pounds stock only at two hundred. So low, it seems, was 
« the price when this bargain was made. | 
„ Char. A pinching article: I am afraid my gopd 5 
cc has not distaste enough for a coxcomb, to part with his 
t stock, and not toss him a daughter in the bargain, 181 

« Frank. Ay, but consider; Sir Gilbert is not to part 
* with his stock "IDE if you refuse to marry the gentle- 
& man. 88 

Char. Why- then the fool has given his money for nothing; : 

at least I am sure he has, if he makes his call upon me. 
Fran. Ay, but here's the misfortune ; the fool has 
* been wise enough to do that already: Sir Gilbert tells me, 
the has insisted upon you: and you may be sure, my lady, and 

- « your sister, will do all in their power to hold your father to 

„ his bargain ; 50 that, while the contraR's valid, it will not 
ee be even in your power, Charlotte, to complete my happi- 
«« ness this half year. 7". 2. A) 

„ Char. It gives me at least occasion to hw you a new 
ce proof of my inclination; for I confess I shall be as uneasy 
« as you till, one way or other, this ridiculous bargain is out 
of that coxcomb's-hands again.” 

| Frank. Oh, Charlotte! lay your hand upon my heart, and | 
feel how sensibly i it thanks you. 


' ; 
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Char, Foolish | nab | 200 
802 HRONIA enters as e for 3 1 7 *- 


them. 


F Seb. eee actually W hi | What have 
her transports made her blind too? Sure she might see me. 
Char. Be but ruled, and I'll engage to manage it. 


* Prank, I have a lucky thought, that certainly“ 
Cbar. Peace l break thee off! Lo! where it comes again. 


Frank. Speak to it, Horatioꝛñv - | [ Seeing Soph. 
Cbar. Do you want any thing, sister ? n 


| Soph. Ay! did not I drop an handkerchief here? 


ö _ I did not see any Oh, here -l believe this is it. 


* | | [Gives it her. 
[7 "M all rand W mute W zome time, at last, Char- 

I otte, as uncaꝶ at her company, speaks, fn 
Do you want any thing else, sister? | 210 


Soph. [Turning chort upon ber. — Ves, madam—Patience— 
to support me under you injurious assurance. 
- Char. Keep your temper, sister, lest I should vide your 


-iletophy to be only an affectation of eee you never 
could arrive alt. 


FSoßbl. There are some surprises, madam, too strong for all 


| the guards of human-constancy. 


© Char. Yet I have heard you say, madam, tis a narrowness 


of mind to be surprised at any thing. 219 
Suoph. To be amazed at the actions of the w unjust, and the 


abandoned, is a weakness that often arises from innocence 


and virtue; you must therefore ere me, if I am astonished | 
at your- behaviour. 5 


© Frank. So 11 . 1 chll have arg chare prevently, 


5 [ Aide.” 
Ghar My behaviour, madam, i is not Y be aspersed by out- 


cc 
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rage; and if I am not astonished at yours, *tis because the 
folly of it ought to move no passion but laughter. 
. Soph. This to me] to me, Mrs. Charlotte? 


Char Ay, ay! to you, Mrs. Sophronia. 229 
Frank, I beg your pardon, ladies, see you have private 
business. | | | [ Going. 


_ © Soph. No, sir, hold you are at least an accomplice, if 
not the principal, in the injury I complain of. 

' Frank. You do me a great deal of honour, madam, in sup- 

posing any thing in my power could disturb you; but pray, 

madam, wherein have I been so unhappy as to injure you? 
« $9ph. In the tenderest part; my fame, my sense, my 

« merit, and (as the world esteems it) in my sex's glory. 

„ Frank. Accumulated wrongs, indeed! But really, madam, 

I am yet in the dark; I must beg you to explain a little 

deuter? 241 

Seph. Then bay thus, sir: you have robbed me of my 
right; the vows of love you once preferred to me, are by the 
laws of honour, without my consent, irrevocable : but, like 
a vile apostate, you have since presumed to throw your scorn- 
ful malice on my attractions, by basely kneeling to another. 
\ Char, Oh, the painful conflicts of prudery ! [ Aide. * 
Frank. This is hard indeed, madam, that the loss of 
ce what you never thought worth your acceptance, should be 
« worth your resentment.“ If a beggar should ask your 
charity, would you call it an injury, if upon refusing it, the 
| wretch should beg of the next passenger? 252 
Oßbar. Well; is not that prettily said now, sister? 

Soph, The case is different Vou owe me tribute as your 
rightful conqueror ; and though I have declined the tasteless 
triumph of your homage, that's no remittance of the duty: 
nor can you pay it to the ne of my Gals without * 
lious perjury to me. | 


— 
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© Frank. Hoyty! toyty | Egad there will be no end of this 
l must even talk downright to her. Aide. 
Sopb. Oblations vowed to à peculiar power, are to its pe- 
culiar altars only due: and though the offering might be ill- 
received, yet should the murmuring suppliant dare to invoke 
another's aid, ae vows are then become —_— and impious 


to the Deit y. waz 
Char. So! since he . not make her a « goddes, I find 
she's resolved to make one of herself. | [ Avide. 


. Frank. Now really, madam, if I were to +. all this into 
plain English, the translation would amount to no more than 
this, that your offended deity is a mere dog in a manger: 

what the deuce, because you don't love oats, must nobody 
else eat ent he M7: og 
1 1 Soph. ons: horror! I am ke a shivered | 
to a thousand atoms ! Oh, my violated ears 

Frank. Ay, ay! Madam, you may give yourself as many 
romantic airs as you please; But, in aue I can Play the 


a Civil hypocrite no longer. 


Sepb. Ve powers above, he wiumphs i in ee b 
F Franke That is, madam, because you will always take civi- . 
| ly fol adoration. But however, to clear up this whole mat- 
ter; if, for once, you can reduce yourself from a deity to 
what nature has made you, a woman of sense, I'll beg pardon 
fer my brutality, and speak to you like a gentleman. 
| Soph. You may * me then to pays the sense you 
peak of. e 3 
Fran. Why then I own, 8 when Gent I came from 
travel, my good father, on whom I then depended, recom- 
mended me to an alliance in this family: I thought myself 
Honoured in his commands; and being equally a stranger 


| Sa IO and your sister, I Judged, as being the elder, you 
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« had a natural right to the preference of my addresses: I 
saw you, saw your person lovely, adorned with all those 
charms that usually inspire the lover's tongue to bend the ear 
of beauty — 295 
_ Char. How she drops her eyes at it! [ Avide, 
Frank. But on a nearer converse, I found you scarce a 
mortal in your sentiments; “ so utter a disdain of love had 
« you imbibed from your romantic education : no wonder I 
te Succeeded not: I shall not reproach' you with my peculiar 
« treatment: you pleased yourself, and I retreated.” On 
this I thought my heart at liberty to try its better fortune 
here. Here I am fixed, and justify my love; where then is 
the injury to you, in laying at your sister's feet a heart, 
which your disdain rejected! - +=; go 
Soph. *Tis true, while offered with impure desires : while 
sensually, and as a woman only, you pursued me: but had 
you greatly sought the marriage of the mind, the social rap- 
tures of the soul; I might nn have cherished an intel- 
lectual union. | 
Frank. Ah! but dear, dear — those raptures in the 
air would not do my business ; I want an heir to my family, 
and in plain terms my case requires one that will give a little 
bodily help to it. 5 
Soph. Nay then again, I must disclaim you; a 12550 80 
tainted would but sully the receiver: the shrine's dishonoured 


by a polluted sacrifice. 
Char. Sol she's at her old flights again. [ Aside; 
Soph. Thus then I fly for ever from your hopes 5 
Thus Daphne triumph d oer Apollo*s flame, 320 


And to his Hav preferr'd a wirgin's name. 
The wanquish*d God pursu'd, but to despair, | 
While deathless laurels crown'd the flying fair [Exit, 
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Frank, So! there's one plague over; I have discharged my 
conscience upon her at least. 

Char. Ha, ha! what a pretty way, though, my good sister 
has, of turning a _ into a triumph !—But she has a great 
heart. 

Frank. O! *twould be hard to deny her that catisfaQtion ; 


e beside the greatest heart in the world did just the same: 


« we have known the late Grand Monarque lose many a 


e battle; but it was bloody hard to beat him out of a Te 


333 
qo = Well, but now, how chall we e manage my father? 


Frank. n, he comes. 


fg Enter Sir Gil BERT. 

Sir Gilb. So, Mr. Frankly ! you see I give you fair play 
and, troth, I have a great respect for you———But————a 
bargain's a bargain ; if another man has really paid for my 
consent, you must not take it ill, if I don't refuse him. 

Frank. I cannot pretend to ask it, sir : I think it favour 


enough, if you don't oblige your daughter to refuse me. 341 


Sir Gilb. Not I, not I, man; that's out of the question: 


she may please herself, and if Witling should not Please her; 


troth I I cannot say it would not please me too: in short, if 
you two have wit enough to make up the difference, and 
bring me off. why there's no more to be said If not 
accounts must be made up— l have taken the premium, 
and must stand to my contract: for let me tell you, sir, we 
citizens, are as tender of our credit in Change- Alley, as you 
fine gentlemen are of your honour at court. 350 

Frank. Sir, depend upon it, your credit shall not suffer by 
me, whatever it may by your comparison. a 

Sir Gilb. Why, what ails the comparison ?—Sir, I think the 
credit of the city may be Rt to that of 225 body of 


men 1 N 


** 
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Frank. Ves, sir; but you mistake me: I question if any 
bodies may be compared to that of the city. 357 
Sir Gilb, O! your humble servant, sir; I did not take 


you — ay, ay, you're right! you're right! Ay, ay, ay, live 


and learn, Mr. Frankly : you'll find 'tis not your court, but 


' city politicians must do the nation's business at last. Why, 


what did your courtiers do all the last reigns, but borrow 
money to make war, and make war to make peace, and make 
peace to make war : and then to be bullies.in one, and bub- 
bles in t'other ? A very pretty account truly; but we have 
made money, man : money ! money ! there's the health and 
life-blood of a government : and therefore I insist upon it, 
that we are the wisest citizens in Europe; for we have 
coined more cash in an hour, than the tower of London in 


twenty years. 370 
Frank, Nay, you govern the world now it's plain, sir, and 


truly that makes us hope it's upon the mending hand; for 


since our men of quality are got so thick into Change-Alley, 
who knows but in time a great man's'word may go as far as 


a tradesman's ? 
Sir Gilb. Ah! a wag, a wag! In troth, Mr. Frankly, the 


more I know you, the more I like you: I see you know the 


world, you judge of men by their intrinsic value; and you're 


right! you're right! titles are empty things. A wise man 
will always be a wise man, whether he has any title or no. 
Frank. Ay, ay, sir, and when a fool gets one, he's only 


| known to be a greater fool, 382 


Sir Gilb. You're right again: besides, sir, Shall any man 
value himself upon a thing that another may buy for his mo- 
ney as well as he? Ridiculous a very pretty business truly, 


to give ten or twenty thousand pounds, only to be called out 
of one's name: Ha, ha, ha! 


Frank, Nay, sir, and perhaps too, losing the privilege of 
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a private subject, that of being believed upon your honour, 
or trusted upon your word. 390 

Sir Gilb. Honour's a joke 1 Is not every honest man a man 
of honour ? 

Frank. Ay, but the best joke is, that every man of honour 
is not an honest man, sir. : | 
Sir Gilb. Odsbadlikins, Mr. Frankly, you are an ingenious 
gentleman, and I must have you into my family, though it 
cost me twenty thousand pounds to keep that pragmatical 
fellow out on't. | 398 

Frank. If I have any pretence to your favour, sir, I will 
« take care your family shall not suffer by my coming into it: 
44 for if the worst must happen,“ *tis but waiting till the 
bother half year of Witling's contract is expired. 1 dare an- 


swer your daughter won't run away with him in the mean 
0 


* of 
Sir Gilb, Ay, but there's the question: is the girl staunch ? 
hin you sure now, that like a young hound, she may not 
gallop away with the rank scent of a coxcomb, and so spoil 
your sport? | 408 
Frank. I dare say she will take this fear for a —— 
best examine her yourself, sir. 
Sir Gilb, Come hither, Charlotte. 
Char. Your pleasure, sir? | 
Sir Gilb. Are you sure you are as wise as other fine ladies 
of your age, that know more of mankind than their fa- 
thers, and consequently have a natural aversion to all hus- 
bands of their choosing ? In short have you learned enough of 
the world, to be heartily disobedient upon occasion? | 


. Char. When you please to give me the occasion, sir, I will 


try what I can do. : 419 
Sir Gilb. Humph ! she promises fair.—[To Frankly aside.] 
| —The girl has wit But now, child, the question is whether 
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| you have common sense or no, (for they don't always go to- 
gether.) Are you smoky ? Have you all your eye- teeth yet ? 
Are yor peery, as the cant is? In short, do you know what 
I would be at now ? | 
Char. Will you give me leave to guess, sir? 
Sir Gilb. Out with it. ; 
Char. Why then, (I hope at least, sir) you have a mind to 
make Witling believe, you are doing all in your power to 
ring his bargain to bear; and at the same time, wish I would 
do all in my power to bring it to nothing. 431 
Sir Gilb. LAside.] It will do! it will do! Mr. Frankly; 


tell her she's right; you know it 1s not honest for me to ban 


so; a-hum! 
+ Char. In short, sir, if you'll leave the matter to my discre- 
tion, I'll engage to bring you off. 

Sir Gilb. Bring me off, hussy! why, have you the confi- 
dence to suppose I won't do the fair thing by the gentleman? 

Char. I have not the confidence to suppose you would do a 
hard thing by this gentleman, indeed papa! 440 

[Takes Frankly's hand. 

Sir Gilb. « D'ye hear! d'ye hear!”? What a sensible as- 
surance the slut has! Ah! it's a little wheedling toad! 
I[Aide.] Adad! I'll have a little more of her. But, do 
you know, lady, that Mr. Witling has demanded my consent, 
and that it will cost me above twenty thousand pounds to re- 
fuse it? 

Char. Ves, sir, I do know it; and if I were to give him my 
consent, I know that I Should have-much the worst bargain 
of the two. | 

Sir Gilb. Your consent! Why sure, madam, when I say, 
do so, do you pretend to have a will of your own? 451 
Char. Umph a little ! a small pulse, you know, papa. 

Fauning on him. 


[ 
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Sir Gilb. Ah, the coaxing gipsey ! why, you confident, 
abominable—— Odsheart ! I could kiss he: | 
Frank. Faith do, sir; that's no breach of your contract. 

Sir Gilb. No! no! that's not fair neither; I am to be an- 
gry with her——besides, I don't keep my OE if I don't 
speak a good one for him. 

Cpbar. That's not in your power, sir; *tis 1 any 

one can give him a good word, at least to nme. 460 
Sir Gilbßb. How! how! will not a handsome young fellow, 
with an hundred thousand pounds in his pocket, go down 
with you? Will not a full n melt i in your mouth, Mrs. 
Dainty ? | 

Char. Thank you, sir; ou I don't love trash. 

Sir Gilb, Trash Mr. Witling, trash! 

Char. A coxcomb. 

Sir Gilb, I Say he i : of 

Char. M y aversion. 469 

Sir Gilb, Bear witness, Mr. Frankly, she refuses hints z you 
see all I say signifies nothing; but I say again and again, 
that I am resolved, madam, you shall marry him, and that 
articles shall be drawn this very morning. 
| Char, But do you think _ cann't en * to 0 a 
little, sir 2 ' 

Sir Gilb, Stay! yes, yes; a reasonable time, that i is. 

Char. You'll think it a reasonable one, I am sure, sir. 

Sir Gilb. Well, well; how long ? | 

Char. Only till I have done hating him, that's all. 

Sir Gilb. Pshah ! fiddle faddle ! Marry him first, and you'll 


have time enough to hate him afterwards, 481 
Char. Well, e then I have but one favour to beg of 
you 


Sir 605. 9 what is't, ater is't? | 
Char. I” Sir, that in the draught of the articles, you 
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will be pleased to leave a blank for the gentleman's name; 
and if I don't fill it up to your mind, say I know nothing of 
my own. 

Sir Gilb. Fye, fye! you wicked thing you. Mr. Frankly, 
it will do! it will do! the girl has all her goings! keep her 
right, keep her right and tight; and Pll warrant thee all safe, 
boy. 492 

Frank. Never fear, sir. Now there s but one difficulty 
behind; were it but possible to make my lady our friend in 
this matter 

Sir Gilb. Pshaw | waw'! never mind her; am not I master 
of my own family? Does she not know that my will's a law? 
and if I once say the word 

Frank, That's true, sir; * but one know one would not 
cc make her a needless enemy: :* she'll think herself af- 
fronted, take it as an insult to her understanding, not to be 
let into the secret at all. 3502 

Char. Indeed, sir, I am afraid we shall have a foul house, 
if she is not consulted in the husiness. 

Sir Gilb. Nay, nay, with all my heart, but the foolish 
woman always loves to dispute about nothing; and such a 
spirit of contradiction runs away with her, I had as lief sit in 
the stocks as talk to her; however, for your private satis- 


faction 


Frank. Indeed, sir, I think it will be better so. 510 - 
Sir Gilb, Well, well, then PI tell her my resolution 
' instantly. \: 


Char. Ah, poor papa! what a wicked 8 have we 
brought him to! Now will he rather run upon the mouth of 
a cannon, than let us see he is afraid of gunpowder. 

Frank. How my lady will bounce when he mentions it. 
I Aids. 
Sir Gilb. on, here's my lady: I'R Speak to her now, | 
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Frank. If you please, we'll retire, that you may have no 


interruption. 3 I 
8 Gilb. Do 50, you're right. ae Frank. and Char. 


Hog Lady WrANGLE, driving a Maid Servant in before * | 


L.Wrang. Out of my doors, you dunce ! you illiterate 
monster! What! could you not read? Could not you spell! 
Where were your eyes, you brainless ideot ? I 

Sir Gilb. Hey-day ! hey-day ! What's the matter now? 

L. Wrang. Go, you eleventh plague of Egypt. 

Maid. Indeed, madam, I did not know it was of any use, it 
was $0 blotted and blurred, I took it for waste paper. 527 
I. Wrang. Blurred ! you driveler! Was ever any piece per- 
fe, that had not corrections, rasures, interlineations, and 
improvements? Does not the very original shew, that when 
the mind is warmest, it is never satisfied with its words? 

Incipit, & dubitat; scribit, damnatque tabellas, - 

Et notas, & delet; mutat, culpatque probatque. 

Sir Gilb. Oh, lord !—Now the learned fit's upon her, the 
devil won't be able to deal with her. [ dside. 

L. Mang. What have you done with it, you mares oy 
Where is it? Fetch it; let me see it, I say. 

Sir Gilb. Pray, my Lady e what is all this rout 
about ? „ 5 
L. Wrang. Oh, nothing, to be sure! 1 am al—always un- 
reasonable. = 

Sir Gilb. Why, look you now, did I 527 any ech thing ? 

L. Wrang. I don't care if you did. 

Sir Gilb. It's very hard a man may not ack a civil question 
in his own house. 

L. Wrang. Ay, do, side with her, take her part : : _ do, | 
; uphold her in her impudence. | PET, 
Sir Gilb. Why, my 882 F- _ a word to her? 
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L. Wrang. Pray, Mr. Wrangle, give me leave to govern, 
my own servants. Don't you know, when I am out of tem- 
per, Tot be tulked ro? nn 7771 
Sir Gilb. Very true, my lady. | 
Z. Wrang. Have not I plague enough here, & you think? 
Sir Gilb, Why ay, that's true too. Why, you confident 
jade How dare you put my lady into wt a violent. 
passion ? : 
Maid. Indeed, sir, I don't know, not I. [ Whimpering. 
L. MWrang. Pray, Mr. Wrangle, meddle with your own bu- 
siness; the fault's to me, and sure Ta am old enough to correct 
her myself. | 380 
Sir Gilb. Why, what a A TY I be of your r 
neither? Sheart! I cann't be in the wrong on both sides. 
L. Wrang. I don't know any business you have on either 
Sir Gilb. Nay, if a man must not speak at all, it's another 
 L.Wrang. Lord! you are strangely teasing—well, come 
Speak—what, what, what is it you Would say, now? | 
Sir Gilb. Nay, nothing, not I; 1 only asked what's the 
matter ? N „ 
IL. Wrang. 1 N tell you, Ui provocation? s too 70 
for words. 
Sir Gilb. well, well, well. 
L. Wrang. What, here still? Am 1 to ur no account of 
it then? What have you done with it, you monster? 4 
Maid. Madam, the cook took it out of my hand, as I was 
coming down stairs with it: he saig he wanted it. 7 
L. Wrang. The cook | run, fly, and bid the villain send it 
me this moment. [Exit Maid. 
"ip Gil. n what the e the senseless 22 has 
1 


| 
! 
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not given a him a Flanders laced en to og his cabbage 1 in, 
r 402 
I. Vrang. Psha ! Do you ever see me e concerned for such 
trifles? 
| Sir Gilz. Or has she let the rascal einge his fowls wa a 
bank-bill ?- - 
45S iran. lf she wet as you t tk 1 would give 8 
cuch pain about either ? 
Sir Gilb. Hah! ** must be some e thing indeed 
then. 410 
L. — The loss, for au _ I know, may be irreparable. 
Sir Gilb. Oh ! then she has lost oe diamond WERE. I 
suppose. 
I. Wrang. Pray 8 W me; tis imporrble to ex- 
press the wickedness of it. 
Sir Gilbß. What the devil! thei: cook bs not ot gok the glut 
with child, has he? 

L. Wrang. Worse h worse a thourand times. | 
Sir Gilb, Worse! What, then playing the whore, or thief? 
Then the jade has certainly committed murder. a 
IL. Wang. The most barbarous that ever was 
5 Sir _ Hoh! then ade has broke pus $ nock. to 1 sure. 
| ; [ Avide. 


| 15 . The — 3 innocent ho given that savage 


* 


beast, the cook, my whole new translation of the passion of 


Byblis for waste . to be torn " rey to a n 
sordid uses. | Rs p 7 
Sir Gitb., Nay, 8 LE 

L. Wrang. And I have not inother copy in the world, if it 


were to save mankind from extirpatioun. 429 
Sir Gilb.. I am glad on it with all my heart; 3 now wk I 
laugh, if I durst, most immoderately. _ I[Atide. 


L. Wrang. Now, mistress, have you ke: it ? 
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Moms Maid. 


Maid. Mad the cook says he has skewer'd it on to the 


roast-beef, and he cann't take it off: he won't burn his mea 
for nobody, not he, he says. 


I. rang. Here! call the footman, He What Bid thend 


drag the rascal hither by the ears, or I'll have them nailed 
down to the dresser for his impudence L'il turn the villaia 


out of my house this moment. IExit Maid. 


Sir Gilb. Come, come, my lady, don't be in a heat about a 


trifle; I am glad to find it's no worse. 441 


L. Wrang, Worse! had he robbed the n and after 
fired it, I could sooner have forgiven him. 
Sir Gilb. Hah ! thank you for that, madam; bus 1 Soil 


not. 


I. Wrang. You! you + ela now! What Shit | be 70 | 


injury compared with mine ? What I'm concerned for, the 
whole learned world, even to posterity, may feel the loss of. 


Sir Gilb, Well, well, have a little patience; - may be she 
may get it again. And now you talk of posterity, my Lady 
Wrangle, I have some thoughts of marrying my daughter 
Charlotte 3 as for Sophronia, you knoõẽ-C- gon” 


T. Wrang. | know that one won't, and t'other sha*n't mar- 

she is a pert forward thing, and has disobliged me, and 
therefore I'll punich her as I think fit. I desire you won't 
name her to me, you see I have other things 1 in =p head—all 
greased, and burnt to ashes, I suppose. . 

12 8 1 had dert talk to her another time, I Wanne 


uu, the Maid, with . Cook: | | 
"xi Hrang. Oh! are you come at last; Sir ? wha kid dive 


you send me such an impudent answer? 4860 
Cool. 1 did not send an impudent enen tungen ; I only 


: : 


1 


” 
3 


_ THE REPUSAL, = 4 III. 


said the meat would be spoiled: but here she comes, and 


makes a noise, and a rout; and a clatter about nothing at all 


and so every impertinent jade here takes upon her—Oons! 


a man cann't do his business in quiet for them, 


L. Wrang. Hold your nonsensical 1 sir, and give me 
the paper 1 sent for. 

Cost. t This is what hit gave me. 5 468 

[[ Halas it on @ «ewe all greasy, 

BY Wrang. Oh, my Heavens! what a spectacle! not one 


tion legible, though an empire were to purchase it. Look, 


look, look, you monster! | [Holding him. 
Sir Gilb. So! here will be rare doings. e 
Cook. Ochs what a life's here about a piece of pdt bert 
Li Mrang. A life, you villain! your whole life cann't make 


.-amends for what you have done. I'll have you beat out of 
- this house, till every bone in your body js broken for this, 
end, 477 


Cook. Beatz madam ! Blood | I won't be beat. I did not 
come here for that: I'll be out of your house presently; I'll - 


dee who will break my bones then; and so there's one of 


your napkins, madam: as for your sheet of paper, there's a 


nalf- penny for it; and now take your course. I know how 


to get my wages, I'll warrant you There's a law for servants 


as well as other people. = cant. 


Sir Gilb. Go, go, mind your business, you Silly Tom La- 


dle, you. 
L. Mrang. Ay; this i is always the effect af your 8 


no wonder I have no power over them. If you had the 


least grain of e you would have. broke the rascal's head 


for me. 2 | 490 


Sir Gill. Pshah 1 Our no occasion for it let's see, , ler” 8 
gee | [Takes up the paper. Come, come, this matter may 


be made up without bloodshed, still ay, here; umph |— 
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umph by the way, believe this beef's enough, it smells 
bravely of the gravy. 
TL. Mrang. What! then I am your jest, it Seems, 
Sir Gilb. Pooh! pr'ythee, be quiet; I tell you I am serious 
—ay, it's plain to be read still. | [ Reads. 
All a poor maid could do (the gods, I'm sure, 
Can tell) I've suffer'd to complete my cure Cure 
Ah, poor soul got the foul disease, 1 suppose. 501 

L. Wrang. Your obscene comment, Mr. Wrangle, is more 
provoking than the insolence of your servants: but I must 
tell you, sir, I will never eat or sleep in your house more, if 
that rascal is not turned out of it this moment. 

Maid. IJ hope your ladyship is not in earnest, madam. 
I. Wrang. What, do you prate, Mrs. Minx ? 

Maid. Indeed, madam, if John's to be turned away, Isha'n't 
stay in the family: for though he is sometimes a little hasty 
to a body, yet I have reason to know he is an honest - hearted 

man in the main; and I have too much kindness for him to 


stay in any service where he is to be abused. 512 
J. Wrang. What you are in love with him, Mrs. Trollop, 
are you ? 88 [ Cuffs ber. 


Maid. Ods my life ! Madam, I won't be struck by no 
body: and if I do love him, what's that to any body? and I 
don't know why. Pur * mayn' t be in love as well as their 
betters. z 
Sir Gilb. Come, « come, hold your tongue, hussy. 519 
Maid. Sir, I cann't hold my tongue; though I cann't say 
but your worship's a very kind master : but as for my lady, 
the devil would not live with her; and so, madam, 1 desire 
you will provide yourself. [ Flings off. 
| Sir Gilb. Odzines, madam, at this rate 1 shall have neither 
dinner to eat, nor bed to lie on, What servants will bear 
this life, do you think ? You have no more temper than a 


* — 


50 THE REPUSAL:. = 4 111, 


np how chould a silly wench know what your 5 


tinent poetry is good for? 
TL. Wrang. Impertinent! I'd have you to know, Mr. Ig- 


norant, there's not a line in i the whole that has not the true 
Attic salt in it. "oor 

Sir Gilb. Well, and now there's English calt 3 in it; and I 

. think the relish of one's as good as t'other. 

T. Wrang. Mr. Wran gle, if you have no sense of the soul's 

div iner faculties, know, I have, and can resent these vulgar 

insults. You shall find, sir, that a superior understanding 

has à proportioned spirit to support its dignity. Let me have 

instant reparation, or, by my injured genius, by set you, 


house, and family in a blaze. LD | ¶ Exit. 
Sir Gilb, Why then, blaze and burn by e for P11 
go out of the house. „ 1 


Enter FRANKLY and nnen | 
. Have you seen my lady, ö | 542 
Sir Gilb. Ves, yes, I have seen her—but—I don't Know 
she she | | 
© Frank: Don't come into it, I suppose. 
Sie 2 Umph ! no, not readily—in short, the house 
is all until | 
Char. Lord, sir ! what filthy thing's this? ¶ Seeing the paper. 
Sir Gilb. AY, there's the business——a brat of my lady's 
brain, that has got a mischance : that's all: OY _ $50 
F rank. Some roasted poetry, I presume. 
Jr Gil. Ay, ay; the, the, the passion of Bibble Babble; 
I don't know what she calls it: but she has been in Such a 
fume here, that half the servants are going to leave the house 
about it, Charlotte, you can wheedle upon occasion: pr'y- 
thee step into the hall, and see if . can make up this mat- . 


ter among them. | 
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Char. on do my best, sir. | [ Exit · 
Frank. Poor lady! she is a little ox to be over-concerned 
for her poetry. n 6 


Sir Gilb. Concerned ! Odsblews! if a line on't happens to 
be mislaid, she's as mad as a blind mare that has lost her 
f dal; $he'll run her head against a stone wall to recover it. 
All the use I find of her learning is, that it furnishes her 


with more words to cold with. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, Mr. ec s come, and Mr. Witliog. [Exir. 

Sir Gilb, Oh, that's well. Come, Mr. Frankly, let's all 
go into the dining-room together; mayhap she may be 
ashamed to be in a passion before company. 569 
Frank. At least we may keep her within bounds, sir. 

Sir Gilb, You're right! you're right! Ah ! it's a very 
hard case! there's no condition of life without plague and 
trouble——Why, most people think now I have fortune 
enough to make ten men of quality happy N 

And yet you 5ee bow oddly things are carried; © 575 
"Tis true, I'm worth a million, but Pm married. [Exeunt. 


n 


an 
* 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter Gu ANGER and FRANKLY, 

0 \ 5 3 

2 Frankly. | 
| 1. one word, Granger, thou art a very dangerous fellow; 


I did not believe it possible thy blunt humour could have 
e concealed so exquisite a flatterer:“ why, thou art more 


5 in my lady s favour in half an hour, than all my art Souls | 


make me in half a year. 


. 


* 
3 
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Gran. Have I not always told you, Frankly, that one civil 
thing from a downright dealer goes farther than a thousand 


from a man of general complaisance ? How do you think I 


1 first gained credit with Sophronia ? Not (as you expected 
« to do it) by an implicit admiration; but the contrary, in- 
« $olently laughing at her pretending to principles, which I 
« would not allow her capable to comprehend or practise. 


% Now this naturally piqued her into an impatience to mend 
e my opinion of her; so the more difficult I seemed to be 
«* convinced of her virtues, the more may I made it to mend 


« her opinion of me.“ 16 
: Frank. And if thou hast not done it effectually, I know 
nothing of the sex: why, she blush'd, man, * a damask 


rose, when you first came into the room. 


Gran. Did not I tell you wy her un: and spleen to hou 


would be of service to me? { 


Frank, Ol palpably! I was ready to burst to see her 
bridle, and smile at me, upon your growing particular to her. 
Gran, And what pains she took, to make you _— that 
she overlooked you! ha, ha! 25 


8 Frank. Ves, I did observe, indeed, that the whole wr 
< time she was never two minutes without lng a glance 


4 at you. 
« Gran. O bless 231 I cann't bear the W of my 


ec own imagination ! What a dear confusion will she feel? 


« What a vermilion shame will spread through all that lovely 


« form—if ever her flesh and blood should happen to mutiny. 


« Frank. Which, to tell you the truth, I think it does al- 


ve ready.” 


Gran. But the misfortune is, I liavs flattered my lady into 


80 good a humour, by engaging to make out a fair copy of 
her basted verses there, that I doubt she Fur be able to 
— GU Gepnonts. e 2 BINS 
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Frank, Never fear; her malice is too busy, in setting Wit- 
ling against me, to interrupt you. AS 40 
Gran, There, indeed, I have some hopes. 
Frazxk. I believe I shall be able to assist them, and in part 
to return the favour you have done me with Sir Gilbert. 


* Gran. Any thing in my power you may be sure of but 
see he's here 


Enter Sir G1LBERT, 
Sir Gilb. Ol your un gentlemen; I thought we had 


lost you. 
Stan. Your pardon, sir, we had . a word or two in 
private. | 
Fran. We were just coming into the company. 50 


Sir Gilb. In troth, I can tell you, the sooner the better: 
for there's my lady and anette are going to play all the 
game upon us. 

Frank, Never fear, sir ; as long as you have given me leave 
to go Charlotte's halves, She'll make the most of her cards, 
J'1l warrant you. 

Sir Gilb. I don't know that, but I am sure Witling ts 
is making the most of his time : his wit, or his impudence 
have got him into such high favour with my lady, that she 
_ 4s railing at you like a fury, and crying him up for an angel: 

in short, Charlotte has discovered all your affair with her, 
and has plainly told him you are his rival. But it seems, sir, 

your pretensions are so ridiculous, that they are all three 

cracking their sides in a full chorus of laughing at you, 64 

Frank. Sir, I am obliged to you for your concern ; but in 
all this, Charlotte is acting no wrong part, I can assure you. 
Bir Gilb. No wrong part! Odsheart ! I tell you she's co- 

| quetting to him, with every wicked limb about her—and is 
as full of her airs there, as a handsome wido to a young 


3 | | 
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lord in the Lobby, when ohe” has a suit depending in the 
House of Peers. | - 
Frank. Better still, the more likely to carry her cause, sir. 
Sir Gilb. Carry her cause! carry her coxcomb, sir; for, 
you'll see, that will be the end on't: she'll be carried off her- 
self, sir. Why, man, he is going to beleaguer her with a 
whole army of fiddlers yonder ; there are six coach loads 
of them now at the door, all stowed. fore and aft, with no- 
* thing but cases of instruments :” Such a concourse of cat- 
guts, you'd swear one of their eunuchs were roast- 
a ing alive here. 80 
| Frank.” Believe me, sir there is no terror in all this prepara- 
tion; for since you are pleased to think Mr. Granger's se- 
« curity and mine sufficient against any damage you can 
te guffer from your contract with Witling,“ do you but stand 
it stoutly with my lady, and I'll engage to IE Wh mu- 
sical battery with a child's whistle. Fan 
Sir Gilb. My lady ! Pshaw waw ! What dost ETD talk of 
her, man? Why, I tell you, I'll put her into a'mouse-hole, 
provided you engage to bring me off with Witling. 89 
Sera. Tour GOP chall be rt the minute it can be 
drawn, si e 
Sir Gab. That's enou obey 1 * 1 have et my ee to 
ce send his clerk with it, before he brings the deed of consent 


« that I am to sign to Witling:“ but give me leave to tell 7 


you again, gentlemen, I really don't understand the girl's way 
of proceeding all this while, | 
Fran. Why, sir——don't you know that e Witing is the 
wuinest rogue upon earth. | | 
Sir Gilb. ] grant it. ee ants 99 
„ Prank. And consequently, that the dne of outwitting 
c you in your daughter, gives him more wt ee er Aer | 
e her or her * bx” | 
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e Sir Gilb, Not unlikely; _ DT, | 

* Frank. And can you think; that from the same natural 
cc jnsolence, he would not rather seem to owe his triumph 
« over a rival too, rather to his own . than * accident 
cc of fortune? 3 
Sir Gilb. I grant you that too.“ 108 

Fran. Why, sir, then, if Charlotte were to despise him, 
we are sure he would then insist upon his bargain; but 
while she flatters him, and you and I only laugh at him, he 
may be vain enough to trust his COR to her choice and 
inclination only. 

Sir Gilb. Ol now I W to take you: so that, if he is 
rightly handled among us, you propose that Charlotte will 
be able to coquette him out of his contract. | 
Frank. Nay, it's her own project, sir: and I cannot 0 
think we have an ill chance for it at worst: but we must 
leave it all to her now. In love affairs, you know, sir, wo- 
men have generally wiser heads than we. | 120 

Sir Gilb. Troth ! I don't wholly dislike it; and if I don't 
handle him roundly on my part: 

Sean. Hush! my lady— 
| pens Anon PII tell ___ ow, sir. 


e Lady 8 lt Sor RON IA, 


E. Wrang. Well,” Sophronia, since I see this giddy gin i is 
neither to be formed by precept or example; it is at least 
some consolation, to find her natural inconstancy 80 effecs. 
tually mortifies that vile apostate, Frankly. 

Soph. Yet I am amazed he N not be more moved at 
her infidelity, _ e vi; 3 896 

L. Wrang. Vou know he's yain; W080 thinks his merit may 
1 in full security. But now! to rouse him from his 
dream Oh, Mr. Granger! I am sorry you left us; I am 


* 
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perfectly killed with laughing! There's Mr. Witling has had 
such infinite humour ? He has entertained us more * 0 ten 
comedies. | 
Gran. Ol Pray, pin let us go in and 3 
L. Wrang. By no means; he's now alone with his mistress, 
art! twould be barbarous to interrupt them. ; 
_ Gran. His mistress, madam ! 55 
L. Mrang . Ay, with Charlotte; and, you know, lovers 50 
ee en are apt to . no n so well as 
their own. : 
Frank. D'ye anke Sir ? [To Sir Gilb. apart. 
| Sir Gilb. I told you how it was [To Frank. apart: 
Li. Wrang. Beside, he is to give us a little music; and I 
think this room will be more convenient. 
SGran. He is a fortunate man, indeed, matam; to be 0 well 
acquainted with the young lady alread 7. 1349 
I. Mrang. There's no accounting for that idle passion in 
eee minds: I am not surprised at her forwardness, 
8 the vulgar education Mr. Wrangle has given her. 
Sir Gilb. Odsheart, madam ! don't disparage my girl: she 
has had a more useful education than your ladyship. 
L. Wrang. Ol no doubt ! she has shewn most hopeful 
effects on it, indeed l by hanging upon every young fellow's 5 
neck, that does hut ask her the question. | 
Frank. Whatever faults Charlotte may have, 3 1 
never knew her take e in ane those of other 
people. o'iIfIfi 260 
. rang. Ol ey you mids sir: wu have great rea- 
son to defend her, 1 don't question: she is a saint in your 
te eye, to be sure. 
« Frank, Were she ak 3 to ade a tial 
6 learnin g could make her one, tis possible, her failings then, 
© like other people 5 gh habe been more conSpicuous,” 


— 


es any wise man or woman ought te deine. 
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L. rang. What do you mean, sir? 
Frant. I mean, madam, that as she does not read A 


teles, Plato, Plutarch, or Seneca, she is neither romantic or vain 


of her pedantry; and as her learning never went higher than 
Bickerstaff's Tatlers, her manners are consequently natural, 


modest, and agreeable. 172 


Sir Gilb. Ah! well said, Frankly. = [ Aide. 

L. Wrang. Since I am told you were once in love with her, 

I shall say no more, but leave her own immediate behaviour 
to confirm her good opinion of your virtues. Ha, ha, ha! 

% Gran. While the lovers of this age, madam, have so de- 

tec praved a taste, we must not wonder, if our modern fine la- 


dies are apt to run into coqettry : they are now forced to 


« it in their defence; if they don't make advances, they 
« stand as lonely and useless as untenanted houses; so that 
« coquettry, it seems, is no. more than setting a bill upon 
*« their door, that lovers in distress may read as they pass — 


Here are night's lodgings to be let. . 184 


« L. Wrang. Ol they are most hospitable dames indeed: 


s after this, methinks, the more proper appellation Das eo- 
1 quettes should be that of landladies. 


h « Enter a Servant and aubii pers Lacy. WRANOLE. 
te I' come and give orders myself. [ Exit. 
Spb. I don't know any man alive, that looks upon the de- 


generacy of mankind with so discerning an eye as Mr. Gran- 


ger; but I am afraid it will therefore draw him into my mis- 


fortune, of being as Were be gs 0 rer eme weer 
to those of mine. e 193 


Gran. If that were as just a reason, madam, for your hav- 


tf ing a favourable opinion of me, as it is for my perfect admi- 


ration of you, we should each of us have still as many friends 


$4 
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Frank. Do you mind that, sir ? | [ Apart. 
Sir Gilb, Asly e i he knows how to tickle her up, I 
see. 5 Abart. 


© Soph. And yet the rude En will say, perhaps, that our 
mutual enmity to them has reduced us to a en. for one 
another. 203 


Sera. That's a reproach can never reach you, madam; so 


much beauty cannot but have its choice of friends and ad- 
mirers; a form so bright and perfect, like a comet in the hes 

| e ene wherever it comes, must set TIN a' gazing: 
Soph, Fye! Mr. Granger 

Sir Gilb, What a dickens! will abe swallow that blazing 


| Star, TN ee 7520 4 ONES 
Tran; 2 0 as be dressed it, and driok after it too, sir. 

. ; i LApart. 

f 1896 1 A t multitüudes. a e cee, L 


Gran. Pardon me, I know you have a soul above them; 
and I really think it the misfortune of your person, to have 
been so exquisitely fair, that where your virtue would pre- 
berve, your eyes destroy: ; they give involuntary love; wher⸗ 
eber you pass, in spite of all your innocence, they nee 
Juvenumpte prodis publica cura. 

Soph! Alas! my eyes are turned upon RS, "and so 
little do I mind the follies of other people, that I sometimes 
er find myself alone in the midst of a public circle. 221 
Gran. I cannot wonder at that, madam, since our best 
_ «© assemblies are generally made up of illiterate beings, that 

hen they are alone, find themselves in the worst company 
_ * and so are reduced to come abroad, erg n; to meet, 
< and hate one another.“ 

Soph. What charms, then, can you ruppores: 1 FR hav? 

| Pe: a. world, that has so few for me? Beside, at most, the men 
4 of modern POOR gaze ons ads virtue, only. as 
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atheists look into a fine church, from curiosity, not devotion: 
ce they may admire its ornaments and architecture; but have 
« neither grace nor faith for farther adoration.” 2232 
Gran, All men are not infidels; of me, at least, you have 
a convert: and though the sensual practice of the world had 
made me long despair of such perfection in a mortal mould; 
yet when the rays of truth celestial, broke in upon my sense, 
my conscious heart at once confessed the deity; I prostrate 
fell a proselyte to virtue; and now its chaste desires enlarge 
my soul, and raise me to seraphic joy. 239 
Sopb. Harmonious sounds Celestial transports! | Aide. 
Sir Gilb. Oh, dear! Oh, dear! Was ever such a wicked 
thief? Odsheart, he'll make her go to prayers with him, pre- 
sently! [ 4oide, 


Soph. No more; we are | dined. These Heaven-born 


emanations of the soul desire not win ears. Some aer | 
time may offer — till when | 

Gran. Till then, be hush'd our joys. 

[Gran. leaves her, and j Joins the Mens ; while Soph. walk 
| OY musing. 

. Our joys, indeed! such was, in ee our first 
Parents joy, before they fell from innocence to shame. 249 
Franl. [To Gran. ] Why did you not go on with her? We 
thought you were in a fine are Sir Gilbert and I'v were just 
N to steal off, © 

Sran. Soft and fair, sir, a lady of 15 delicacy must be car- 
ried; like a taper ONS. ng gontly Two? ; if you voy 
her, out she goes, 

Sir Gilb. 'You*re right, bog at New you shall see 
me manage her a _ 8 _ a good word for YOU. 
a-hum 1— 

Gran. Hush ! not 9 the world, cir Devil, you'll _— 
all Don't a see she is in contemplation Potts 2 '260 


. 
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Sie Gilb. What if She be, man? We must not humour her 
till she is stark mad, ee ee bun dost thou do, 
child ? 126 
Soph. tee — 0 — The earth 
| Gave sign of gratulation, and each hill: _ 
| Joyous the birds; fresh gales and gentle airs 
Whisper'd it to the woods, and from their wings 
Flung rose, flung odours, from. the juicy shrub 
Disporting- | 269 
Sir Gilb. Very pretty, I protest; oy nrotty. These amo- 
rous scraps of fancy in thy head, make me hope. that love is 
not far from thy heart, Sophy. | 
Soph. Love, sir, was ever in my heart; but such a { lobe; as 
.the blind Homer of this British isle, in rhymeless harmony, 
sublimely sings 0 
iy Sr Gals. Well, and, pr'ythee, what does be say of it? 
— — Love refines 
The thought, and heart enlarges; has his seat 
In reason, and is judicious, is the scale, c 
By which to heavenly love thou may'st ascend. 280 
Si Gib. Very good again; and troth, bene 
| thou art so heartily reconciled to it. 
"Soph. than air with air, if spirits . 
Total they mix, union of pure with pure 
iring 
Sir Gilb., Ah! ins. Fdah/ant are a little crazy. Can. 
Sapb. This iron age, so fraudulent and bold, g | 
885 Touch'd with this love, would be an age of gold. 
Sir Gill. Oh, lud! Oh, lud ! this will never do. [ Aide. 
_ - Graz. 80 she has given the old gentleman his belly-full, I 
| . Well, sir, how do you find her? . 291 
Sir Gilß. Ah, poor soul, piteous bad! all upon the tantivy | 
- again! You must e'en undertake her yourself: for I can do 
no good upon her, But here comes love of another kind. 
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Euter CHARLOTTE, WiTLING, and Lady WRANGLE:. 
Char. Oh, sister! here's Mr. Witling has writ the prettiest 
cantata, sure, that ever made music enchanting. | 
Soph. I am glad, sister, you are reconciled to any of his 
performances. 
it. Oh; fie, madam, she only rallies A mere trifle. 
Frank, That I dare swear it is. an 
Mit. Ha ha! no doubt on't ; if you could like it, it must 
be an extraordinary piece, indeed, Tom. You see, my little 
rogue, we have crabbed him already. Aude to Char. 
Ii. Mrang. Mr. Frankly, is a mere modern critic, that 
makes personal inclination the rule of his judgment; but to 
condemn what one never saw, is making short work, indeed. 
Frank. With submission, madam, 1 can see no great rash- 
ness in presuming that a magpye cann't sing like a a nights 


ingale. 
Wit. No, nor an owl look like a peacock, "or, * ha! 
L. Wrang. and Char. Ha, ha, ha! . 


L. Wrang, Perfectly pleasant. 

Char. Oh, wit to an infinity, _ 

Frank. Much good may do you with your Canary-bird, 
madam. | [To Char, 

Char. Oh, sir, I am sorry you are exhausted! but when wit 
is upon the lea, no wonder it runs into rudeness. 
C Frank. I don't wonder at my not hitting your taste, ma- 
; « dam; when such stuff as this can go down with you. 319 

e Wit. My stuff, dear Tom; was composed purely for the 
te entertainment of this lady; and since she likes it, I will al- 
« low, that you, of all mankind, have most reason to find 
«* fault with it. Ha, ha! | 

% Char. Nay, if he should like it, even I will then 1 it 
up to the world as ou 225 nothing. 

| 
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* Frank. Themit's in danger, I can tell you, madam; for 
6e J shall eren like it; because I am sure it will be good 
te for nothing. 5 
Char. A pleasant paradox: | 329 
re Frank, None at all, madam ; for since I find your heart 
ce js, like stock, to be transferred upon a bargain, it will be 
_ «© some pleasure, at least, to see the grossness of your choice . 
* revenge me on your infidelity. | 
Wit. Poor Tom! What, are the grapes sour, my dear ? 
e Ha, ha, ha! | 
* Char. Pshah ! never mind bin ” The cantata, dear Mr. 
Witliog, the cantata. 
I. Wrang. Oh, by all means! Pray oblige us, sir. 
* Vit. Immediately, madam : but. all things in order.— 
1 First give me leave to regale the 1 ee 115 a 
tc small crash of instrumental. | { 341k 
L. Wrang. As you please, sir. 3 
Mit. Hey, Signor Carbonell{ ! Yi pace dan, 
3 [The music enter. 
* . — Mr. Granger, won't you please to sit? 
4e Sir Gilb. Ay, ay, come, gentlemen; but, in earnest. 
« does wy puppy really pretend to sing? 
« Frank, Much as he pretends to wit, sir ; he can make a 
et noise, at least. 
« Sir Gilb. But the whelp has no voice. 
ç Frank. Oh, sir, that's out of n! Your best mas- 
« ters seldom have any. | * 351 
« Sir Gilb. Then I would not give a as for their music, 
« sjr; I would as lief see a cripple dance. But let's hear what 
« the fiddles can do? [They play a tonata.] Well, and what, 
cc we are to suppose this is very fine, now, ha? 
« Frank. No doubt on't, sir; 3 at least it will not be oaſis to 


ue say the contrary. 
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« Sir Gil, Well, well, for a quiet life, then, very fine let 
it be: but I wish I could hear a Lancashire hornpipe for 
« all that.“ 360 
L. Wrang. Come, dear sir, no more apologies. [To Wit. 
Gran. See, sir, Mr. Witling is going to entertain us. 
Sir Gilb, Ay, that must be rare stuff indeed. 
Mit. Upon my life, madam, I have no more voice than 
« a kettle-drum ; beside, this is for a treble, and out of my 
5 COMPASS. 
« Char. Oh, no matter; feign it, dear Mr. Witling. 
« Wit, I would fain oblige you, madam ; but yet, me- 
e thinks, nothing done to please you, should be feigned, nei- 
© ther, madam. 370 
* Frank. Ha! He would fain be witty, I see ; but don't 
« trouble yourself, madam ; he has as much mind to sing as ; 
you have to hear him: though, Heaven knows, his voice is 
« like his modesty, utterly forced; nature has N to do 
e with either of them. | 
« Wit. Whatever my modesty is, dear Tom, thy uneasi- 
4 ness, I am sure, is natural; that comes from thy heart, I 
« dare answer for it. Ha, ha, ha! HE 
Frank. Oh, thou happy rogue !”? 
Mit. But, madam, if I sing, you shall promise me to dance, 
then. 381 
Char. Oh, any composition ! I'll do it with all my heart. 
L. Mrang. But the words “ first, dear sir, read them out.“ 
Mit. Well, ladies, since you will have it * 
Sir Gilb. He is a cursed while about it, methinks. 
' Wit. You must know, then, this cantata is of a different 
species from the passion generally expressed in our modern 
operas: for there you see your lover usually approaches the 
fair lady with sighs, tears, torments, and dying. Now, here 
8 shew you the way of making love like a pretty fellow; that 
is like a man of sense, all life, and gaiety—As for example 


34 „ Tul al. Aa IV. 


Char. Pray, mind. 392 
Wit. [ Reading.) Thus to a pensive Swain, ET 
Who long had lov'd in vain, 
'Thyrsis, the secret arts 
Of gaining hearts 
From cold disdain, 
{ To his despairing friend imparts. 


Ky So far recitative=Now for the air, a hum, hum! 399 
«« Soph. Don't you think, Mr. Granger, that the double 
4 dative cases of to a pensive swain, to his ede friend, 


4 almost reduce this to nonsense? 


25 Gran. Justly observed, madam; but, you know, non- 
«© sense and harmony are reconciled of late. ” 
Wit. Would you woo her | 
With success? 
Up to her, 
Pursue her 
With life and address. "EE S 
If gays. : ; 410 
| Shew her play $:; | | 
If colder, 
e 


— 


No seize her, 
And tease her, 
15 And kiss her, 
And please her, 
Tin ripe for the joy; 
Vou warm her, | 
Alarm her, 8 | 420 
Disarm her, 
You charm her, 
I warrant thee, boy. 
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PART II. 


But to pine and languish, 
Or sigh you anguish 
- To the air, 
Is fruitless pain, 
Endur'd in vain - 
Silent woes, and looks of care, | 


Will never, never, win the fair. 430 
FE [End with the first strain. 
Ah, you little rogue ! [To Char. 


T. Wrang, Infinitely pretty « Nothing, sure, was ever so 
« musical. | 
% Char. Sing it, sing it, Your Mr. Witling. I am on tip- 
e toe to hear it. | 
« Wit. Well, madam, if you can bearit in alen [ Sings, 
« Char. O caro caro! . 
e Wit. Anima mia £ 
« Soph. [To Gran.] How happy are the nee ! and 
c yet, if he had not sung, now, this wench's folly and igno- 
« rance had been less conspicuous. 441 
Gran. Right, madam ; but you know, a man must have 
n variety of parts, to make an accomplished coxcomb. 
* Soph. I scarce think Pe” is more abused than me, 
« by its vain pretenders. 
| Gran, And yet it is hard to say, madam, whether those 
| oc pretenders, or the false taste of our modern admirers, have 
* more contributed to the abuse of either.” | 
Wit. But come, madam, now your promise; “ your airs 
<only3””! [7 0 Char.] ca can give a henne bouche to our entertain- 
ment. | Y "gy 
Char. Well, since I gave my word, I'll use no ceremony. 
© Soph. «« What, more folly ?“ I grow tired. Shall we walk 
into my library ? There, we _— raise var thoughts. | 
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ran. You charm me, ' madam ; I _ methinks, for a 


an draught of Helicon. 
Soph. Take no leave, but follow me. [ Ex. Soph. and Gran. 


Wit. Eben sonate** ¶ Char. dances. ]<* Eh /wiva! wival” all 


enchantment, madam ! no ten nen angels ever came up 
to it. 
I. Wrang. It cannot be denied but Charlotte has an ex- 
- ternal genius; she wants no personal accomplishments ; but 
tis great pity the application they have cost her, was not laid 
out upon the improvement of her understanding. 464 

Wit. Oh, pardon me, madam ! as long as there is a good 
-understanding between her and me, what matter's wh of 
us has it, you know, 

Sir Gilb. Ay, but there's the question, which of you *tis 
that has it ; for if one of you has why | I am sure you two will 
never come together. {i / 4 | 

ani. Well said! at him, sir. T Atide. 

Wit. Look you, Sir Gilbert; you may fancy your fair 
daughter and J are a eouple of fools, if you please; but if 
one of us had not been wiser than the father, we could never 
have had a right to come together, in spite of his teeth, that's 
certain, Ha, ha, ha! | 170 _ 
I. Wrang. Pardon me, Mr. Witling, you underrate your 
merit : . 195 had been sure of my cangent without your : 
; contract. 

Wit. . madam, that was 1 a foolish re: that I 

could not shake off: therefore I hope you will excuse me, if 
I durst not think merit alone was a sufficient bait to bob 
Sir Gilbert out of his consent. Ha, ha, ha 

Sir Gilb. Vou are a very merry grig, sir: but have a care 
you are not bobbed yourself. Stay till you win, before you 
laugh, for you are not yet married, I presume. 486 

Mit. Why no, nor you have not supped yet; yet I — 
gold to hs: we both eat before we * * 
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Sir Gilb. Why! dost thou think the girl is in haste to marry 


thee to-night ? 490 


Wit. I don't say that neither: but, sir, as long as I have a 
Sufficient deposit of the lady's inclinations, to answer for the 
rest of her promises, you will give me leave not to be afraid 
of her looking out for a new chap in the mean time, sir. 
Sir Gilb, A deposit! why wouldst thou persuade me the 
girl can be fool enough to like thee ? 
Wit. Egad, I don't know how it is, but she has wit enough, 


it Seems, to make me think so- but if you won't take my 


word, let her answer for herself. 


Sir Gilb. Aye, that I would be glad to hear. 500 


Mit. Ha, ha! Egad, this is a pleasant question indeed 
Madam, are not you willing, (as soon as the church- books 
can be open) to make a transfer of your whole stock of 
beauty for the conjugal uses of your humble servant ? 

Char. Indeed, papa, 1 won't suppose that can be a ques- 
tion. 
| Wit. A hum! you're humble servant, sir. 

Char, Beside, are not you eg to sign a further deed: of 
consent to Mr. Witling ? 

Sir Gilb. Ves, child; but the same deed reserves to you a 


right of refusal, as well as to him. e 


Char. That I understand, sir; and there's one can witness 

for whom 1 have reserved that right of refusal. | 

[ Pointing to Frank. 

Wit. Your tumble Servant, again, sir; ha, ha, ha! 

I. Wrang. I am amazed, Mr. Wrangle, you could think 
she could be under the least difficulty in the choice. i 

Frank. And yet, mafam, there are very innocent ladies, 

that have made a difficulty of changing their inclinations. in 

| half an hour, 

L. * A woman of strict virtue, sir, 3 to have no 


% 
M4 
. 
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© TR at all : or, if any, those only of being obedient 
to the will of her parents. 522 

Wit. Oh, let him alone, madam ; the more he rails, the 
more I shall laugh depend upon't: the pain of a rival is the 
Pleasantest game in the world: his wishing me at the devil, 
is just the same thing as if he wished me joy ! ha, ha, ha! 
Sir Gilb, Well, sir, all I shall say is, that if the girl has 
common sense, thy contract must still be good for nothing. 

nu. Right! and if you had common sense, I am sure you 
would never have made it ; not but to do you justice, Sir Gil- 
bert, I must own you have wit in your way too, though it's 
of a very odd turn, I grant you. 1 
Sir Gilb. Sir, I disown my pretensions to any, if ever you | 
had sense enough to find it out. 

« Wit. Sure you forget, my dear Sir Gilbert. Don't 
te you remember once 1 did find it out? Did not I'slily catch 
40 you in St. What-d'ye-callum's church- yard, with your 
tc table- book, taking dead people's names from the tomb - 


& stones, to fill up your list of your third subscription, that 


2 you might be sure of those that would never come to claim 
* jt and then pretended to all your friends you were full ? 
« There, at least, you had more wit to keep people out, than 
te any man living had to get in: for I grant you, your list 
5 was dead sure Ha; ha; hal ! | 544 
« Sir Gilb. Why, ay, this nonsensical story now passes for 

« wit, I warrant; among your cockade and velvet sparks at 
- © Garraway's ; but much good may do you with your jest, 
* as long as we have your money among us: I believe it will 
« be no hard matter to bite most of your soft heads off before 


* it be long; and if you drive on as you seem to do, we shall 


c make bold to set some of you down where we took you up, 
. *c godsheartlikins, 552 
a — 0 1 _ you to 20 your own business, you 
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must do other peoples? too: but if all the young fellows of 
c dress and pleasure would follow me, I would undertake to 
© lead you a dance for all that. | 556 
& Sir Gilb, And, pray, what would you have them do ? 
« Wit, Why, do as you do: nothing that you pretend to 
do: or do as I did, every thing as you whispered me not to 
« do. I minded what your broker did not what you said, 
« my dear! — And, if every gentlemen would but buy when 
« you advise him to sell; or sell when you advise him to buy, 
te *twould be impossible to go out of the way: why, tis as 
16 plain road, man, as from Hyde- Park corner to Kensington.“ Bd 
Sir Gilb. Sir, you take a great deal of liberty with me; in- 
somuch, that 1 must tell you I am not sure I won't pay the 
forfeit of my contract rather than part with my daughter te to 
a coxcombe——and so take it as you will. | 
.Þ; PR: Mr. ge ! what wo 1 mean by this 


brutality ?? arne 
Frank, Mr. Witling, jt will take nothing ill that I 
think fit to justify, I am sure. | 


Wit, No, faith! you need not r its I marry bee 

Pp fight, depend upon't. Ha, ha! 

I. Wrang. Mr. Witling, I beg you come away this moment 

'n undertake to do your merit justice. I'll see who 

dares pretend to govern in this family beside myself. Char- 

| lotte, give me your hand=-Come, sir——— [Exits 

Mu. I am all obedience, renek ct a humble servant, 

Mr. Fake, en Foy woo her" | 580 . 

1 | [ Exit, singing with Char. 

| Frank Adding well 4 sir! * you have worked his 
« insolence to rare order. Now, if you can but stand it ; 

out as stoutly with my lady, our business is done. 

Sir Gilb. If l Will you stand by me? 6 bt 

Fran. Will 105 give me your 6 * to handle 


M BY 
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her roundly, and make her know who ee to be non mas- 


ter? 


Sir Gilb. My e ay, and nts into the iboats 


| chute; along, I'll send for the lawyer now—Mr. Frankly, 


- my blood rises at her; she shall find I'll vindicate the honour 


of the city, and, from this ere nn her petticoat 


et b in 9 
nn wat er ll | warrant y you, si.  {Exeunts 


Ac v a0 1 
2646 pu Enter Sir Groen, and FranfLt, Ee 
| Sir Gilbert. 


Mr FE Fainkly; I could not rest till I had PEO aldns 


again : thou hast gained upon me for ever : your vindicating 


the husband's authority, and taking my wife a peg lower be- 


fore my face, has tickled my fancy to that degree, that, od- 
zooks ! ROSE Can Ea e e _— ep to 


ber. 5850 


Franks I should be loth to hore this you,” ny | of 


| hat ha . rs | 8 


, 


Sir Gilb. A-hum ! you are per you are keine: I did not 


| think of that indeed. Well; it's a very odd thing now, that 


a wife will sooner be kept under by any man than her | 
husband: why the deuce cann't I govern her 80? / 


| Frank, There's no great secret in the matter, sir; for take 


any couple in. Christendom, you will certainly find, that ny 


more troublesome of the two is always head of the family. | 
Sir Gilb. By my troth, I believe you are right; and einc 
the war is begun, Ill make a fair push for it. I am resolved 


no to thwart her in every things and if Granger has but 
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wit enough to talk Sophronia into her senses; that is, if he 
can but convince her that she is flesh and blood, and born 
to breed, like other women; odzooks ! he shall marry im- 
mediately : Il! plague her ladyship that way too. 22 
e Frank, That way! Oh, ay, it's true; for I think T have 
“ heard you say, sir, that if either of your daughters die un- 
* married, my lady is to inherit their fortunes. 

« Sir Gilb. Ay, ay; there the shoe pinches, man; . 
e would be as much an enemy to Granger as she is to you, 
« if she could in the least suspect he nn ever mn any 
« thing of it with Sophronia. _ 


Frank. And, if I don't mistake, sir, Gringer 1 is in a fair 


way there too; for, to my knowledge, he has been locked 
up with her this half hour here in her Rey” 0 Nn 
Sir Gilb. The dickens ! 5 


| Frank. Did not you observe them steal of oy Just | 


before the music? 

Sir Gilb, I wondered, e what was webs of them ; 
by the lord Harry I am glad of it I must have a peep at 
them. . to the le. ] Odso! they are Ws a erg 
forth. 


Frank. We had bald be out of the e then, 4 we may 
not disturb them. a 0 up 
Sir Gilb. No, no, Pll warrant you; pr'ythee, let us Stand 


& behind this screen,“ and observe what passes. 


Frank. er. ! e then; here they come. FT, 9 retire. | 


| "Enter, Grancen with Senad IA... 


Soph. Oh, Granger! still preserve this purity, 
And my whole soul will open to receive thee: 

Forget, like me, thy sex, how sweetly may 

Me pass our days in rational desire! | 

« Thou seest I own, without a blush, my love, 


rr 
5 
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4 For blusbes only rise from guilty flames ; ig 50 
«© When conscience driven, reluctant to the crime, 
« Leaps to the face, and marks the cheek with shame : 
<« But the chaste heart sublim' d by purer fires ; | 
8 Knowing no conscious fear Teserve, or guile, 
Gives, with unbaunded frankness, all its store, 

bo "ng only blushes that it gives no more. 
| ran. Hear this, ye bright immortal choirs above, © 
gn meme eh. HDR d 1 | 
Sir Gill. Hey-day! this is bbs n love in a tragedy? 


| Well ; he's a comical thief. Fj 60 


| Frank. Hush let him go on, sir. 
« $9ph,, Can you forgive the tedious tankchment, 
« Which my distrust and dread impos'd on you? 
„ Gran. Can ] reproach you for so just, so kind 
A fear? While through the — gs. 
A sensual and infectious passion rages, 
_ Giving, from sex to sex, the mortal tainturez _ 
Can I complain, if, to preserve yourself 0 
From the contagion, you've perhaps enjoin'd d 
The healthy to perform his quarantine? 570 
But landing thus upon my native soil, N 
« I leave my sufferings past behind, and think 
The present now is all neee 
« Or worth my care. | 
«. Soph. Blush! blush | ye eee 
That boast the bliss of gross connubial love: 
* Can you wear human forms, yet see the prone, | 
The brute creation equal your desires.;,. . 
« Had you or souls or sense refin'd,, . 
« Your wishes worthy your superior being; 80 
« Curb, with imperial reason, lawless nature 
And reach, like, us, che joys of love seraphic.“ 


— 
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Gran. Oh, harmony of heart! Oh, spotless | passion! 
Here, on this hand, the altar of my vows, 
I offer up my purer part, my soul 
To thine, and swear inviolable 
| Soph, — -Hold ! 
Passions, like ours, no formal yows require; 
For vows suppose distrust, or faithless love, 
The frail security of sensual flames; 
But where the pure, with the pure soul unites, 


The simple hand, thus given, and receiv'd, suffices. 


Gran. Let then this hand my spotless heart resign. 
| Soph. Thus in exchange 1 blend my soul with thine. 


Sir Gilb, So; they are got vo hand and heart already; but 


now, now for a touch at the rest of her premises, 
Frank. Nay, dear sir, be easy. Eb: 
Sir Gilb. Well! well! I will. 


Soph. And now, no more Sophronia, but thy friend; 


Be both my name and een e 


- Gran. No; 
Let me remember still that thou art fair; 


For were there no temptation in thy beauty, 


Where were the merit of such hard resistance? 
Indeed, my friend, tis hard ! *tis hard resistance 


« The organs of my sight, my ear, my feeling, 

« As I am made of human mould, in spite 

«. Of me, exert their functions, and are pleas'd:?* 
I view thee with delight, I hear with transport, 


And thy touch is rapture——— . 


« Soph. How fares my friend? 


Gan. Like the poor wretch that parches in a fever, 
With fatal thirst, yet begs for present ease 
te To drink, and die 


* Soph, From whence this new duden? 


93. 
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, Gran, Tell me, Sophronia, is my virtue blameful, 

« Because my senses act as Nature bids them? 
« Am I in fault, if the sharp winter's frost | 
« Can chill my limbs, or summer's sun will scorch them? 
« What matter can resist the elements? 78 0 
« Rivers will freeze, and solid mountains Wa pas! + 8 
2 What bodies will not change ? Thus the F 
2 Bougb from our meaner flames secures rt 

. Mast that, which falls from Heawen, endure. © 

2 *. Where has he n [er art of unoffending 


Alattery d? I 22.3 NN 
200 Gras. Canst thou e me 8 if while thy beauties 
« With such a blaze of charms invade my dense 1x.- 


« My human heart's not proof against their power? 
* Soph. Reproach thee! No; bodies are but the shells, 
« Or huts, that cover in the soul, and are, 130 
4 Like other fabrics, subject to mischance: S's 
« The cells of hermits may be fir d; but none 
« Reproach the wretch that suffers by the flame.“ 
Gran. Oh, Sophronia! canst thou forgive me then, 
That my material dross thus burns before thee ? 
That my whole frame thus kindles at thy _ 2 * 
And eyen warms my soul with fond desire? | 
Like an impatient child it languishes, - 
« And pines for wants unknown, it sighs, it pants, 
cc To be indulg'd upon thy friendly bosom, 140 
To fold thee in my tender arms, to talk, [1.4 
« And gaze, with mutual soft benevolence 
« Of eyes, as giving were our only pleasure. e 
Sir Gilb. Adad I believe he's in carneat,” he makes me 
half in love to hear him. 2 
Soph. Is it possible? Can then 


Such softness n W e I Abart. 


4 7. - THE RETUSAL. gs 
Gran. But while the soul alone is suffered to 
Possess, and bars my mortal part from joy; 
My poor repining senses murmur at | | 
Their fate, and call thy purity unjust, 150 
« To starve the body, while the mind knows plenty, 
. Yet, like a churl, engrosses whole the feast, 
«© My senses claim a share from Nature's law; 
« They think, with a more melting softness, they 
« Could love, and e' en inform the soul with rapture,” 
5 vir Gilb. Ay; now we begin to work her. 
4 Gran. Consider then, as part of me, thy friend, 
« Thy friend may sure be trusted with your pity ! 
« Oh, relieve them! give me some sign at least, 
« One kind embrace, or a chaste sister's kiss, 75577. 708 
c In certain proof that thou art still my friend, | 
That yet thou hat'st me not I ask no more. | 
&« Soph. Pignora certa petis ? do pignora certa==T imendo,”” 
Gran, © Does then thy 2 alone refuse me? Oh, So- 
phronia! 
Why, why must virtue be this 7 to nature? 
Why set our senses with our souls at variance, 
As Heav'n had form'd thee fair to kill thy friend. 
' Soph. What means my throbbing heart? Oh, virtue ! low, 
Now save me from unequal Nature's power | 
Now guard me from myself and hide my shame! 170 
Gran. Must I then perish ? Will my friend forsake me ? 


- Soph. Oh, Granger! I am lost I thou hast undone me! | 
4 am fallen, and thou wilt hate me now. 


Gran. Oh, Sophronia ! ' | 

- Soph. — Lend me thy arm, support me! 

Thy melting plaints have stolen upon my heart, 

And soften me to wishes never known before. | 
Ceran. Oh, the tumultuous joy! [She sinds into his arms. 
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Sir Gilb. Ah, dead! dead! We have her boy! we have her. 
& Gran. See how she pants | 180 
« How, like a wounded dove, she beats her wings, 
„ And, trembling, hovers to her mate for succour. 
re Oh, the dear confusion ! Awake, Sophronia ! 
% Now wake to new and unconceiv'd delights, 
„ Which faint philosophy could never reach, 
e Which Nature gave the charms to taste and give. 
«« Soph. Oh, I could wish, methinks for ev'ry power, 
« That might have charms for thee : thy words, 
« Like Hybla drops, distil upon my sense, 
« And I could hear thee talk for ever.” T 190 
| Gran. „Oh, be but thus for ever kind, thy eyes £ = 
cc Will find new subjects for eternal talk, _ 
« And everlasting love:“ blush not, my fair, 
That thou art kind: thy heart has only paid 65 
To love, the tribute due from Nature's whole creation : 
« For wisdom to his power oppos'd, is folly :? 
Hear how the British Virgil sings his «way: | 
Thus every creature, and of every kind, |. | 
| IN Secret joys of mutual passion find 3 + Ko 
ot only man's imperial race, but they 200 
Fhat wing the liquid ee 5 
5 8 haunt the desert, rush into the flame; 
eee n ere. 


| [Exeunt Gran. and Soph, 
Sir Gab. Ob, 1 rare Ls ! Ohs fine r dainty 
philosophy! 1 (-L Singing. 


Frank. Ha, ha, ha! that must be a =": sort of philo- 
sophy, indeed, sir, that pretends to be wiser than Nature. 
Platonic love is a mere philosopher's stone; when different 
sexes once come to lay their heads Apen about it, the pro- 
| JeQion? s Sure to fly in fumo. | A "SIO 
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Sir Gilb, Fumo ! Ay, I warrant you. A handsome wench, 


that shuts herself up two or three hours with a young fellow, 
only out of friendship, is making a hopeful experiment in 


natural philosophy indeed. Why, it's just like spreading 


a bag of gunpowder before a great fire, TY it; ha, 
Ha, ha! 


. 4 Frank Right, sir—It wie me in mind of the Irish sol- 
« dier, who, to steal powder out of a full barrel, cunningly 


er bored a hole in it with a red hot poker. 219 


« Sir Gilb. Ah, very good! ha, ha, ha! As you say, it's 


e hard luck indeed, that her first touch of his hand should 


< blow up all the rest of her body. 


„ Frank, But to do her justice, sir, she was not won with- 


« out a good deal of art, neither: a plain battery of love would 


« have done nothing upon her: you see, he was forced to sap 


* her with his self. reproaches, and put it all upon the ee 


i 


« of her compassion to his senses. 

e Fir Gilb, Nay, the toad did worm her nicely, that I must 

« needs say.“ r 
Frank. Ha, ha, ha! . a rare ee too this news 


wilt have with my = !—How She will fume at the disap- 


Pointment! | * | 
Sir Gilb. Nay, I have * to do with thats you knows 


this was none of my doing: let every tub stand upon its own 
bottom: I shall e*en leave her ladyship to his manage · 
« ment: all I can promise him, is, not to hinder the matter. 

« Frank. That's all he will desire, I dare say, sir: be you 


but as passive in his affair as mine, I'll warrant we will 


« find courage n. between us to maintain our pre- 
© tensions. | ; "_- 


Enter a Servant. 


- Gs Sir, nk Mr. Delay, the lawyer. 
N- | 


. 


\ 
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Sir Gilb. Odso! that's well! Now, Mr. Frankl 
. Frank. I believe, sir, you had best keep him out of r 


| lady? s sight, till matters are ripe for execution. 


Sir Gilb, You are right, you are right: say no more, ry 
do it. Ab, the «ly rogue] how he tickled her up ! 
Frank. But hart'e, hark'e, Sir Gilbert==don't flinch 1 now; 
dont be a craven; be sure to atand it out stoutly with my lady. 
Sir Gilb. Vill you and Granger continue to stand by me 
Frank. To the last drop of cur amorous blood to your daughters, 


| 3 blood to you. | 251 


Sir Gilb. #hy then, if 1 don't 1 0 it out b her ladysbip 
to the last drop of a huband's authority, may 1 live and die the 
cock of the hen-peck'd corporation. Exit. 

Frank. So; thus far we stand fair: we bave a0 now, 

combat, but my lady; and Granger's success with So- 


| phronia, at this time, will naturally strengthen our alliance 
against her. As for my friend Witling, his own assurance 
and vanity will partly do his business: „ but, however, in 


« the mean while, if will not be amiss to keep him warm 


45 Gd Nerd for our e eee. here n comers. 061 


{2h f 
a Emter WirLinG. 


wy Ha, ha, ha! dear Tom! Lam gd have found the, | 
faith 1 I have a favour to beg of thee. | 
Frank. Why then, I ain glad you have found me 00 


because, I believe, I shall not grant it. 


Wit. Ha, hal what, crabbed still, my dear | But I come to 


"ther from i bis Lucky, And; ae e eee on fe 


to be obliged to thee. 
Frank. I am glad of that too. A woman "of sense, I war- 


rant her, by her sending thee on a fool's errand. 7 


* Wit. Ay, but my dear! the errand happens to be her's 
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« of sense. Good again ! one of thy old blunders, Tom! ! for, 
« think thou hast but cursed luck in making thy way to the 


c women. 


of . when you tell me the inks you come from, I chall 


te be better able to gens; whether she takes me, or you, for a 


8 


Mit. Suppose, then, it were froun a lady, Tom, that designs 
to take either you or me for a' husband ? What dost thou 
think of my little Charlotte, my dear Tommy ? 281 


Frank, Why, if she takes thee for a husband, I shall think 


her a fool; and if I should take thee for a wit, she would 
think me a fool: but by her sending thee to ask a fayour 171 


me, it's a sign, she thinks thee a fool. 


Wit. Ha, ha! a very pretty parcel of cross purposes; a 
fool and wit, and wit and fool; and she, and thee, and me! 
What, art thou playing at hustle-cap with thy words, child ? 
Thou dost not expect I should take all __ Jingle Jumble 
ce for wit, dost thou?) 290 


&* Frank, No, n if it be wit, 1 expeRt th thou shouldst not 


« take it. l 


j * 


* Wit. With all my a ede come, it shall be wit, 


then; I will mistake it for once. But to business the 
fair lady, my dear Tom—— e e WEE 


_ Frank. Ay, what of her? 
"4g « Wit. „ Why, Poor. wn; she ne me to come to you, 


« wit to yourself, my dear: but don't be uneasy at my hap- 


Fa pines, dear Tom; for, to tell you the truth, the creature 
is 80 cursed fond of me, that she begins to toys NE 
some already. Ha, ha, ba! ; 


134 


. Frank. And ber to u better company, ba! 299 
n. Look you, Tom, I know losers ought to have leave 
« to. speak, and therefore, at present, you shall have all the 


| Frankly' s of a surly temper, „says she; and, if I 


50 I durst not wholly discourage his addresses. | a 
_ marry you, in the heat of his disappointment, he 
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« Frank. Why don't you make t easy then, and give 
her up to me? ü 
« JVit. No, no: I must not break the poor fool's heart 


4 neither: for you must know, she is in a terrible tak ing 


about me. | 310 
Frank. How $0, ae? | X 
Wit. Why, she said, just now, she was afraid m me 


ss scon as to-night upon thy account. 


Frank. Good l then there may be hopes e will not marry 
thee upon any account, 

Wit. No, don't flatter thyself alter; my dear Tommy; 
for her concern at the bottom was all upon my account. | 

Frank. How does that appear? 7 3 2d 

Wit. Why, you know, says she, after all, poor Frankly has 
some sort of pretensions to me: I don't know how it was, 
says she; but some way or other he got in with my father: 


yo 
y 
« or do some rash thing upon't: and I know, says she, Mr. 


| Witling. you are violent in your nature too; and if matters 
should rise to a quarrel, nobody knows where the mischiet 
may end; the worin ill certainly lay i it all at my door—1 : 


Should be the miserablest creature alive——therefore I. beg 
you, says she, go to him from me, and try to make an ami- 
cable end of the business; and the moment poor Frankly's 
made easy, says she, I'll marry you * next hour, without 


any reserve in the world. . Ne 333 


. Frank, Why then without any reserve in the whole world, 


pray, tell the lady that she may depend upon it, I am cer- 


tainly easy because I am sure she imposes upon you. 
Vit. Impose upon me, N ha, 2 that's ee : 


— ha! 


W 
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Frank. That is, she lets you impose upon yourself, which 
is the same thing. 340 
Wit. That may be, Tom; but the devil take me if I can 
find it out: © but, however, I am mighty glad you do, be- 


« cause then I am sure as long as you are easy, you cann't 


« take it ill, if I should burst my ribs with laughing at your 


* fancy. 


* Frank. Oh not in the least! RY to increase your mirth, 
46 gir, 1 will be farther bold to tell you, she has as hearty a 
« contempt for you, if possible, as I have. | 
% Wit. Good again! Ha, ha, ha! 349 

e Frank. Thou art a thing so below all human consider- 
« ation, thou hast not wherewithal to give a Spaniard jea- 


_ « lousy. 


— 


4 Wit. Ah, poor Tom, if thou didst "ot know all now ! 


Ha, ha! 


« Frank. But to think thyself 3 to her, thou must 
« have the impudence of a French Harlequin. 


% Pit. Ah, dear Tom, thou charmest me l for since I find 


ce thou art not, in the least, uneasy at her engagement with 
© me, to tell thee the truth, I have nothing else at present 
ce that can possibly retard my happiness. 350 

« Frank, Why then, sir, be as happy as you deserve; z and 


« pray let the lady know, as to any favour she designs you, I 


« am in perfect peace of mind and tranquillity,” __, 
«Wit. And you really give me leave to tell her 80 r 


e Frank. Tell her, I am more easy than She herself will be, 
* when she has married you, | 


« Wit, Why. then,“ perish me if thou art not one of the 
best bred rivals in the whole world ! ha, ha, ha! and here 


she comes, faith, to thank thee for her Tr port of the consolation. 


b Ha, ha! | , | 370 


Frank, Ha, ha 1 
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| Enter CHARIOT TIE. - . 

Nen So, gentlemen, I am glad't to find 92 in such | good 
humour. 

Wit. O! . the dearest friends in the world: 1 have 
obeyed your commands, and here's honest Tom is so far 
from being uneasy at our marriage, that, egad, I cann't get 
him to believe it will ever come to any thing. : 

Char. O! as to that, Mr. Frankly may think as he enter ; 
but if he is not uneasy upon your account, that's all I pre- 
_ to desire of him. "$00 

Mit. No, no, honest Tom will give us no trouble, 19 1 
upon „ | | 

Frank. Not I, upon my honour, ans age for though 
« might be provoked to cut another man's throat, that 
4 should pretend to you, yet the value I have for Mr. Witling, 
« $ecures him from my least resentment. 

« Wit. Look you there, madam ! you see your fears are all 
« over; I don't find we have =T thing to do now, Tk to 
ee gend for the parson. | 389 
* Clar. Ay, but I don't well understand him; for he 
e Seems to be neither jealous of your merit, nor my inclina- | 
« tion: and that I can scarce think possible. : 
Fran. You may, upon my soul, madam : for I have s0 
just a sense of both, that if it had not been in regard to 
« your father's contract, I am convinced you would Never 
« have endured the sight of him. 

( * Ah ! poor Tom! he has much ado to $mother i it. 
- | [ Apart. 

« Char. Very pretty! so you think that my admitting his 
addresses is mere grimace, and that T am all this while 
. _— 8 only to deceive Mr. Witling. 400 
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Fran. Alas! you need not do that, madam ; he takes 
« $0 much to deceive himself, he _—_ gives you no trouble 
cc about jt. 


e Nit. You see, child, we may put any thing upon . 
* Char. Right! you take it as I could wish! Let me alone 


e with him. And so, sir, you really expect I should be 


c pleased with your having this free opinion of my conduct? 

Fran. I must be pleased with ee thing you undertake 

« in my favour, madam.” | ; 409 
. Wit. How vain the rogue is too f IA ids. 
Char. I am amazed ! but how naturally a _coxcombeshews 


himself. e LAside. 


Mit. Ay, that's when he is in n your hands, madam; ** Ha, 
« ha!” *Egad she plays him nicely off. e . 
Char. Afrer this, one should wonder at nothing! Nay, 
« there are some fools, I see, whose vanity is so far from 
« being offensive, that they become diverting even to a rival. 
&« Frank. Mr. Witling is always entertaining, madam. 

« Wit. Ha, prodigious! *Egad he thinks you mean me all 
« this while. Ha, ha, ha! | [ Apart. 
<; 0 ' Char, Well, sure there never was $0 bright a-coxcomb ! 
33 [ 4part.. 

Vit. Egad Pl waned lines his ha! [ Apart. 
| Char. By all n. us will make him shine to a miracle. f 
Ils fart. 
. Wit Why then! ST me, Tom, if ever I was $0 well di- 
verted at a French comedy. ., [Shakes his band. 
Frank, That may very well be, sir; for fools are apt to be 
fond of their own parts. | OR FR" s hand. 

Char. Ha, ha! 1 5 

Wit. Ay, 80 they are; the devil takeme; ; for I see, there's 
no beating thee out of thine. 330 
Frank. How should I be out, when W pla * . scene 
yourself. : 


ws —QU— ——— ASSO err Le ae ——— 
— - — 
* 


—— — — CCC 
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Vit. 8 Tom, I only laugh all; but tis your part 


that makes me, child, | 
Frank. Right! if you did not laugh, where the devil 


should the jest be? 


Wit. Why, then, you we, | I do the fool justice, Tem. 


Ha, Ha! 


Frank. fy, the devil take . e thou ee 
him better a&ed.- 440 

« Wit. Ay, but you don't bing wy n detto make a 
© coxcomb shine, alen a little more wit ow Show: art 


« aware of, 
„ Frank, I know that he who hind least wit of us too, has 


' © enough to do that, my dear. 


« Wit. Ay, that is when a coxcomb 8 line 8 
« Frank. Nay, in that Lynne q6.mente) 08 caps np.to | 


Me thee, : % "af 
Mu. Ha, ha, ha! Oh, dear rogue I must Kiss thee, 
one. Hay ha, ha 1” e e 
Enter Lady WaanoLE. 5 py 


= ET Your Servants your Servant, good people: | 


whe I this mighty mirth, pray? | 
OE _ , madam, here has been such a scene! such hit =P 
dash upon one another; in short, such brightness o'doth 


_ sides, the full moon, in a frosty night, never came up to it. 


Char. I must needs aay, I never cam Mir. er 


$0 before. 
* Prank. a e Why he always talks like a lunatic, 


as yon now may jndge by his similie. 1439 


« Wit. Ah, poor Tom! thy wit indeed is, like the light 


of the moon, none of thy own: if I don't mistake, my 
dear, I was forced to shine upon e b | 


table to make one reflection. 
. Frank. There you are once in the right; for I PREY | 
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ec could not have laughed, if you had not gran me a uy 
% Occasion. 

Vit. Ay, but the cream of the jest is, Tom, that at the 
game time I really gave thee no occasion at all. 
Fran. Right again, my dear : for your not knowing 
that, is the only jest that's worth laughing at. 470 
« Both. Ha, ha, ha!” 
I. Wrang. This must be some extraordinary mistake 
ä 1585005 for I have no notion that Mr. Frankly and Fu can 
have reason to laugh upon the same occasion. 

mit. Why, faith! the occasion is a little n ; 
te must know, madam, that honest Tom and I here, 
are both going to be married to this _ | | 

I. Wrang. Both! _ [| 5 

Wit. Ay both, madam; tn it seems, she has not "EY 
able to convince us, that either of us must go without her, - 
I. Wrang. That's so like Mr. Frankly's vanity, that can- 
not think his mistress lost, es ha'y he sees her just fallen 
into the arms of his rival. | * i533 

Frank. My vanity and yours, WTO are much yin a 
foot: ; though I think you happened to be first cured of it. 
T. Wrang. What do you mean, sir? | 

' Frank That by this time you are eee x I was never in 


love with your ladyship. 
I. Wrang. I am convinced, that a . little trouhls 
f would have made you so. 55 „ 195 


« Frank. It must have been a good deal more than it cost 
„me, to make you believe . 
a ** If you have still hopes of marrying Char- 
« lotte, sir, I don't wonder at your merit, ay — 
% Ha, he; ha! 
« Frank. Laugh when you zee me despair, madam. 
1 5 5 
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* E. Wrang. I need not stay for that; your hope is ri- 
« diculous enough, and I laugh because you can't see.? 
Fran. «© Yes, yes, I can see, madam : I have seen all 
this day what *tis you drive at: in short, madam, you have 
no mind that either of Sir Gilbert's daughters should marry ; 
because if they die maids, you have secured the ane of 
ce to their fortune. E462 6g 
. L. Wrang. Ay, do make the oak billers that; if you 
re can: persuade Mr. Witling that I have no _— Char- 
« lotte should marry him. | 
% Hunt. What Mr. Witling A, is out of tha. ess 
e tion, madam; but you are sure that she never designs 
« to marry him: so that your setting up his pretentions is 
« not with the least view of doing him good, but of doing 
* me harm; or rather, that while you manage the tc 
e well on both sides, neither of us may have het. 512 
. L. Wrang. He has guess'd the secret; but that shall 
ec not hinder my proceeding. Aiide.] Lou are in the 
te right to hope as long as you can, sir; but I presume you 
. # don't do it for my friendship, nor Mr. 175" e mne, 
t nor Charlotte's inclination. 
* Frank. Be that as it will, ee e it . a 0 Final 
e datioh, than your hope - Succeeding either to her's or 
* Sophronia's fortune; for,“ shall I tell you another secret. 
þ madam ; ; Sophronia is going to be married to — 
that you are equally like to be mne there too. a 
I. #rang. Sophronia married 1 1, | our 
Frank. Ay, ay, married, married, mods 8 bed- 
ded, made a mere wife of: tis not half an hour ago since 
saw her sink and melt into his deen. with 10 e _ 
fondness of a milk-maid.  _ Sata | 
I. Wrangs Sophronia, do this 22: 14L ? 
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Frank, Sophronia, madam ; nay, Sir Gilbert was, at the 
same time, a secret witness of all; and was glad, glad of it, 
madam: and to my certain knowledge, resolves, that 
W Granger + Shall marry her instantly: and so, madam, all 

| that fantastic fort philosophy, that you have been building 
n her brains for seven years together, is (with one honest 

attack of mere flesh en fains demolished, and brought 
to nothing . 5 539 

IL. Wrang. Vil not baden it; I know your ears deceiv d 
you; he might perhaps transport her, but never to a sensual 
thought. | 
Frank. Oons! madam,. I tell a. I nc and $; Saw it 
* all}; myself, saw her sighing, blushing, panting in his 
« arms, with mortal, sensual, amorous desire; all her ro- 
« mantic pride reduced, and humbled to the obedience of 
1c that universal monarch of mankind, Love, madam z pla, 
<« naked, natural Love, Love, madam. | 
2. N I am confounded ! If this 1 true, „ his tri 
20 ane is insuppottabie. [ dride. ] Ha l what do I see! 


8 Euter Granars, leading Sor Raon. ks 
e Frank. Dear Granger, I congratulate thy happiness 1 
* Gran. My happiness indeed! for till I was victorious, E 
te knew not half tlie value of my conquese. 551 
« Frank. [To Sophronia.] Give me then leave to hope, 
e madam, that our former difference is forgot; since the 
4 more elevated passion of my friend has now nien me 
<< of my own unworthin es. 
. Soph. I cannot disavow my tenderest sense 1 . 
_ «© ger's merit, give it what name you please; I own tis 
e gomething——2uod negueo dicere, & entio tantum: but am 
«© proud that love alone, — * enen could 
never have 1 me. 1 <2 60 


. {15 
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I. rang.“ Is it en 1 
> By Foo leave, madam. _ + ) 
[ She breaks through the 0 and n 3 min 
d Frank. Heyday | what's to do now? Aide. 
Gran. 9 F wt I have _ a melting scene to tell 
on 3 I Aude. 
. Fran. vou may spare re che trouble, Sir Gil- 
© bert and [ overheard wy "om ar it. But I allow you an 


artist. d e aaa. 
«© Gran. Win in not very whimaicalt , 

% Frank, Hush! [Aiide. 
AI. Wrang. [To Soph.““] Look in wy fce=—full upon mes 
Soph. Why that severe look, madam? Mee - $72. : 


L. Wrang. To make you blush at your e 
| Soph. Converts to truth are no apostates, madam. 33 
I. Vrang. ls this your self-denial 5 This youridictaste oy 
odious man?! 

Sepb. Madam, I have e vel my formnks State; and 
am now a proselyte to that ee which says .; 

Nature makes nought in vain.” yg © 
C. rag. What's then become of your Platonic system: 
| Soph. olved, evaporated, impracticable, and fallacious 

all; you!ll own I-have laboured in the experiment, but found 
at last, — to try gold in a . of Pons was a 
mere female folly. i 
I. Mrang. But how durst you, madam, entertain a thought 
nn without acquainting me ? | 

Soph. Madam, I am now under this —— een; 
and from een think __ actions 8 nen to 
| A. f . 
ä 55 8 5 
Fran. Ay, ay, madam, tis but 8 your e to no 
puxpose; you have no right to dispose of either of those la- 
dies: Sir Gilbert's consent is what we depend upon; and as 
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far as that can go, we shall make bold to insist upon them 

both, madam: and so you may as well put mu n, in 
your pocket, madam. | 


I. Wrang. Insupportable ! all. in anger. 
Mit. Ha, ha! well said, Tommy ! What, art thou crack - 


brained, still, my dear? How the devil didst thou come by 


Sir Gill's consent? What, he has not mortgaged it twice 
over, has he? But if he has, with all my heart; I fancy we 
shall find a way to make his Rrst deed stand good, however; 
and that, I am sure, I have here safe in my pocket, child. 
Fran. Oh, that shall be tried presently, sir; and here he 
n s with the en a the purpose. 605 


| Enter Sir Gi LBERK T, with a 8 

L. Wrang. Mr. Wrangle, what do een mean by this __ 
How dare you affront me thus? 

Sir Gilb. I affront you, my lady 

I. Wrang. Ay, sir, by bringing these aner here, toi in- 
8ult me in my own family. | 

Sir Gilb. Fraphly—etand by me. 

Gran. Roysters, madam ! 
T. Wrang. Sir, I am not wpeaking to —..— 275 Mr. 
= Wrangle, how dare you do this? 
Sli Gilb. Do, madam! I don't do any thing, not I. If the | 
gentlemen have done any harm, you had best talk to them; I 
believe they have both I in their heads, aud will be 

able to ans wer you. I 

Frank. Ay, ay, madam, if you have 3 any injury 
from either of us, we are the proper persons to talk with 
e 621 
I. Wrang, What, will you stand by, and tamely see me 
abused in my own house? 

Sir Gilb, Odzines, madam, don't a youreelfl the gen- 


1 
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tlemen are civil gentlemen, and men of honour : but if you 
don't know how to yo pony to an that's none of 
their fault. 
I. Wrang. Procdigious 1 pike pool 457 you presume 
to teach me, you rude, illiterate monster? Pl 0s 
Sir Gilb. Hold her fast, pray, gentlemen. : 650 
_ Gran. [ Interporing.) Come, come, be composed, madam. 
Coutider how these ne emotions nN ou rag 
„„ 
Sir Gilb. Ay, made, if you « are a Haeseler v ROWs let's 
see a sample of it. ä 
T. Wrang. Yes, sir, I'll give oh one instance of it imme- 
diately ; before you stir out of this room, ll make you do 
Juanes. to this res Pl IR ee 1 _ nud, | 
= 5 639 5 
Sir Gilb. Why, ins you W not he in my passion 
about that: I don't e _ other ; We do bim * "FE, 


immediatel /,. g\ 
L. r Oh, vil Nan 50? ? Come, then where's the 4 


sir? | 
Kae A. hum! Your humble e How dost thou ao 


ke by. le Tommy? ee ee Ops: 
* I tell you presently, sir. 

Wit. es 0 thou art een to dit-hard, I 
7 find.” ET e big 


Lao. n t this - is vp 4 hires: is nothing 
wanting but the blanks to be filled up with the eee en 8 


name. Pray, which is the gentleman? | 
. * Here, sir, this is — in William witkng, 


_ 
Sir Gilb. Hold, madam; two woo to that bargain: that 
is not the gentleman I have resolved upon. | ; | 
N Come, come, Mr. Wrangle, dow'e en foo I uu. 
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Sir Gilb. And, pray, enn don't you pretend to be wiser 


2 Fam + --- h 
L. WWrang. What ae fetch have you got in your head 
now? _ 


Wit. Heyday what time of the moon is this ? Why thee 
J not your contract here in my hand, Sir Gilbert? 


Sir Gilb. With all my heart; make your best on't; III 


pay the penalty; and what have you to say now? And so, 
sir, [To the Lawyer.] I say, put me in Thomas Frankly, esq. 

L. Wrang. Mr. Wrangle don't provoke me. Do- vou 
| know that the penalty of your refusing Mr. Witling, is 
above six-and-twenty thousand pounds difference, sir? 669 
Sir Gilb, Ves, madam, but to let you see that I am not 
the fool you take me for, neither; there's that will secure 
me against paying a farthing of it. I Sir Gilbert shewvr a bond, 

L. Wrang What do you mean? 

Sir Gilb. Why, that this, madarn, is a joint bend 8 Mr, 
Granger and Frankly, to indemnify me from all demands, 
a costs, and consequences of Mr. Witling's contract. 

[Lady Wrangle peruses the bond, 

; Char. Haw Mr. Witling, you see upon what a shallow 

foundation Frankly built all his vanity and assurance. But, 

poor man ! he did not consider it was still in my power to 
marry you, tho you had no contract at all with my father. 


Mit. Right, my pretty soul—I suppose he thought the 


merit and frank air of this bond, forsooth, would have 


2} made you cock sure to him; but I'll let him see, presently, 
that I know how to pay a handsome compliment to a fair 


* as well as himself. Egad, I will bite his head off. 
Char. Ay, do, Mr. Weben you touch * heart with the 


ihe ery thought of it. 


Mit. Ah, you „ dern! e Fa 2Þ s 
. Wrang. [To Sir — Is 1 then, your entf 


0 


1 


= + * 
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Is this your sordid way of evading all right and justice? Go, 
vou vile scandal to the board you sit at! But you shall 
find that I have a superior sense of honour : and thus, thus, 
| thus, I'll force you to be just. 8 Os ears the bond. 
Frank. Confusion! | 
Sir Gilb. Oons, madam ! what do you mean aby. this outs 
rage? 0 * { 
IL. Vrang · Now, ah 5 uy N Where i is your | 
. vile evasion, now, sir ? Fats *—_— what Shift have ay now | 
| to save you. * . 
Sir Gilb. F eee hem me. N vos . 
5 « Frank.” Was ever such a devil?” ha 27 | 
Stan. Fear nothing; Pll warrant you; come, ties Ant | 
be disheartened ; your security shall be renewed to your con- 
tent. Let the lawyer draw it up this instant, and I'll give 
ay,» ward e Honone to rt it . ales all{ this com- 
3 "Sir Gilb. 3 hog? $0, my lad? Why, then, odaheart- 
Z likins—Frankly stand by me. 10 1 
Fra. Generous Granger. 


RP 3 Let the _—_ draw up any euch thing i nr 


* 


if he dares, >. i 
3752 ay, then, 3 In see who FE molest an TS 
- Frank. Egad, ne een have more than one to | 


. Ge with. 


eee Well ad; ann your benen, away, 

| Ne e 8 e 
Chari Now, Mr. ane 125 \ 
. Wit: Nay, bay, if that's your play, gent Co 

| come, I Shew you'a shorter way to make- an end of this 

matter and to let you see you are all in the wrong box, 

and that now I am secure of the lady's inclination, I think 

: 66P 
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tage, than the naked merit of her humble servant. There, 


Sir Gilbert, there's your contract back again; tear it, cancel 
it, or light your pipe with it And, madam (7. Char. 
_ Char. Ay, now Mr. Witling, you have made me the hap» 
pies? creature living. And now, Mr. Lane 
Mit. Ay, now, gentlemſen— | 
' Char, Put in Thomas Frankly, esq. | 1 £0 
Mit. Fire and brimstone! _ 3 730 
Frank. Ay, now Mr. Witling—— a 
Sir Gilb. Odsheart, in with him - 
. Wrang. Come, come, Mr. Wrangle—— | 
Sir Gilb. Oons, wife, be quiet ! 
Ti. Mrang . Wife what, am I abused, insulted, . ? 
Sir Gilb. Ah, Charlotte, let me-hug thee, and buss thee; 
| and bless thee to death But, here, hussy, here's a. 28 of 
lips that will make better work with thee. E585 To 
Mit. Bit, by the power! ; 3 26h 


Cbar. Nay, don't say that of me, Mr. Willing: 1 einn even 
al your own doing: for you cann't reproach me with having 
once told you I ever loved, or liked you. How then could 


you thiok of marrying me ? 


Wit. Not reproach you, madam ? Oons, and death! did 


you not as good as 


Frank. Hold, sir; when you speak to my wife, 1 must beg 


vou to soften the tone of your voice a little. _ 
Wit. Heyday ! what a pox, must not losers have leave to 


speak, neither ? | 0 


'. Frank. No, no, my dear Billy, thou art no 3 at all; for 


you have made your call, you see, and now. have fairly had 


8 refusal too. 
Mit. Ha, ha ! that's blemantly = however, 3 I 


3 een laughing at a good thing, 9 though 15 am 
| _— ready to * . N 
g N 1 


- # by a 
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EN os TY Nay, then, Witling, henceforth ' I'IIl allow thee a 


9 IE os. man of parts; 785 though, at the same time, you must grant 
| te me, there are no fools like your wits.” But since thou hast 
5 Den og at e 1 think _ else oſs to 
e 0 76 
| % Wit. Why, that 4 Tom, I ce "Na 1 woe, to say 
PEE | « FR. truth, I believe I was a little over-hasty i in this matter. 
| © © But, as thou sayest, he that has not wit enough to find him- 
elf sometimes a fool, is in danger of being fool . to 
ce have nobody think him a wit but himself.? 
Frank. [To E. Wrang.] And now, madam, were i but 
possible to deserve your pardon . 
I. rang. I see you know my ä | 
wut prevail upon a generous nature. I forgive you. 769 
Sir Gilb, Why, that's well said of all sides. And, now 
by vou are part of my family, gentlemen, L'Il tell you a secret 
. that concerns your fortunes—— Hark you—in one word—— 
sell sell out as fast you can; for (among friends) the game's 


: I Gy -____ - up—=ask,no questions=— but, J tell you the jest is over 


| ZBut money down, (d'ye observe me ) money down. Don't 
pt  meddlle:for time; for the time's a coming, when those that 
buy vill not be able to pay. And sc, the devil take the hind- 


most; and Heaven bless you altogether. . 
_ _ "Gran. And now, , eee we forward to the promind 
| land of love. . 5 1 42 


1 85 YER vain, against the Force of Natur” 5 . 
75 TY ' > Would rigid morals keep our hearts in awez 
© Mi ur bot labours of the brain but prove + 
* In life theres m et Lhe food (Bxcunt nes, 


* * y — * FF. # 1 * 
: ries N 
” ” — "> * 8 Se bs 5 * 
CEE : | 8 : | 
. 8 bo Os ' ; 3 þ L „ ' 4.3 
A © q . * S 2 Y 3 2 +I ” *. * 1 4 4 ” 1 a 25 


. : 8 
n 3 
"14 * N 


3 N 5 1 ; A hs * . 2 F ; | a — 2 5 25 : : F ; 
wb - 8 : * c 
3 "79 4 p 2 % ö 2 28 : $4.4 2 A as 8 

8 K. OR" K 2 SEN 8 8 ee: 8 — 1 — 1 . 8 , - : — = - _—_ l l 


— 


1 


3 


* . 
> * A ** 1 
2 * * 5 T of 3 £ * 
” * * 
2 * — 
= a7 
— * 3 
1 122 1 . a ” 4 4 4 
2 | | P O U 
a I = 
RY TOY . TIS OR FO" * pon 6 8 n OR 


. 3 +4 = $ 


Tub time is * the 1 jad , 
A brazen year euceeeds an age of . 
An age. IN 
When specious books « were „len for ag, 1 
And English hands ? in crowds, zubicrib d their ruin. 
Some months ago, whoever could Suppoie, b 
A gooxequill race of rulers should have rote, < 
have made the warlike Briton” groan beneath als 2 ? 
Evili, that never yet beheld the nun, 
To foreign arms, or civil jars, unknown, 

| These trembling mitcreants, by their auiles have dont, 
Thus the fierce lion whom no force could foil, | 
By village: curs is baited in the toil. | 
F orgive the muse, then, if her scenes were laid 
| Before your fair potbensions were betray'd'; - 
| She took the flitting form as fame then ran, 
While a director deem'd an honest man 
But were the from his precent form to take 4 

I hat a huge gorging monster must abe make bim ? 
Heww would his paunch with golden ruin well ? 
Whole families devouring at a meal ? 
What motley humour in a scene might flow, 
Were wwe these upstarts in their arts to chew'? 
Wi hen their high betters at their gates have waited, 

ud all to beg the favour to be theated ; | 

Een that favcur, (or they're by fame bel yd . 
To raise the value of the cheat, deny d. ; 
And awhile Sir Joh was airing on his prancers, 
He a le ods his cook-maid to give Peers their answers. 
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5 5 boil their -Christian hams in pr C hampaign. 
Till then the guilty, that Babe caus'd d these times, 
Feel a Superior centure e for their crime; 

Let all, æubose wrongs the face of mirth can bear, 
Enjoy the muse Vengeance on r then here. I 
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EPILOGUE, - „ 


Then . in Berlins, purchas'd by thiir cheats, | 
That splash their walking betters i in the Streets, | 
Aud awhile, by fraud, their native country's sold, 
Cry, Drive, you dug, and give your horses golds 32 
Even Jews no bounds of luxury refrain, „ 
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